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PREFACE. 



THIS volume is published with Mr. Browning's 
sanction ; but for the choice of the particular 
pieces he is in no respect responsible. 

The rule observed in the Selections has been 
to avoid giving mere fragments. Everything 
is presented, as far as was found practicable, 
in a complete form. 

Mr. Browning's leading poems, " Paracelsus," 
" Sordello," and " Christmas Eve and Easter 
Day," appear by such portions only as could 
be so detached that they should possess an 
independent and intelligible interest. His 
dramas, "Strafford," " Pippa Passes," "King 



vi Preface. 
Victor and King Charles," "The Return of 
the Druses," "A Blot in the 'Scutcheon," 
"Colombe's Birthday," and "Luna," are re- 
presented each by separate acts or scenes 
constituting pictures of character in themselves 
complete. His "Dramatic Lyrics," and "Men 
and Women," have been laid under contribu- 
tion exclusively for poems without omission or 
abridgment. 

The volume originated with two friends 
who, from the first appearance of " Paracel- 
sus," have regarded its writer as among the 
few great poets of the century ; who have seen 
this opinion, since, gain ground with the best 
readers and critics ; and who believe that such 
a selection as the present may go far to render 
it universal. 

The manner of an original writer, always 
marked and peculiar, often prevents his general 
acceptance, until the novelty has worn off. 



Preface. vii 
This, for the most part, is what is meant when 
certain forms of poetical genius are said to be 
too subtle for immediate enjoyment. Friend- 
ships likely to be lasting, are seldom formed 
suddenly. But good service is done when such 
difficulties are, as far as possible, helped away. 
It is believed that this little book, by the 
range and variety of power it brings at once 
under view, will arrest, without overstraining, 
the attention of many readers ; and, by making 
less novel and unfamiliar to them the style of 
a thoroughly original poet, will open to them 
sooner the full enjoyment of a series of writings 
as remarkable as any that have enriched the 
literature of our time. 

November, 1862. 
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DRAMATIC LYRICS. 
CAVALIER TUNES* 

I. — MARCHING ALONG. 
I. 

Kentish Sir Byng stood for his King, 

Bidding the crop-headed Parliament swing : 

And, pressing a troop unable to stoop 

And see the rogues flourish and honest folk droop, 

Marched them along, fifty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song. 

II. 

God for King Charles ! Pym and such carles 

To the devil that prompts 'em their treasonous paries! 

Cavaliers, up ! Lips from the cup, 

Hands from the pasty, nor bite take nor sup 

Till you're (Chorus) marching along, fifty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song. 

* Such Poems as the following come properly enough, I sup- 
pose, under the head of " Dramatic Pieces ; " being, though for 
the most part Lyric in expression, always Dramatic in principle, 
and so many utterances of so many imaginary persons, not 
mine. 

B 
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in. 

Hampden to hell, and his obsequies' knell 
Serve Hazelrig, Fiennes, and young Harry as well ! 
England, good cheer ! Rupert is near ! 
Kentish and loyalists, keep we not here 

( Cho. ) Marching along, fifty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song ? 

IV. 

Then, God for King Charles ! Pym and his snarls 

To the devil that pricks on such pestilent carles ! 

Hold by the right, you double your might ; 

So, onward to Nottingham, fresh for the fight, 

(Cho.) March we along, fifty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song! 



II. — GIVE A ROUSE, 
I. 

King Charles, and who'll do him right now ? 
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now ? 
Give a rouse : here's, in heU's despite now, 
King Charles ! 

II. 

Who gave me the goods that went since ? 

Who raised me the house that sank once ? 

Who helped me to gold I spent since ? 

Who found me in wine you drank once ? 

(Cho.) King Charles, and who'll do him right now ? 
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now ? 
Give a rouse : here's, in hell's despite now, 
King Charles I 
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in. 

To whom used my boy George quaff else, 
By the old fool's side that begot him ? 
For whom did he cheer and laugh else, 
While Noll's damned troopers shot him ? 

{Cho.) King Charles, and who'll do him right new t 
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now t 
Give a rouse : here's, in helts despite now, 
King Charles ! 



III. — BOOT AND SADDLE. 
I. 

Boot, saddle, to horse, and away ! 
Rescue my castle before the hot day 
Brightens to blue from its silvery gray, 

(Cho.) "Boot, saddle, to horse, and away 7" 
II. 

Ride past the suburbs, asleep as you'd say ; 
Man^s the friend there, will listen and pray 
" God's luck to gallants that strike up the lay, 
{Cho.) "Boot, saddle, to horse, and away!" 

III. 

Forty miles off, like a roebuck at bay, 
Flouts Castle Brancepeth the Roundheads' array : 
Who laughs, "Good fellows, ere this, by my fay, 
{Cho.) "Boot, saddle, to horse, and away?" 
IV. 

Who ? My wife Gertrude ; that, honest and gay, 
Laughs when you talk of surrendering, " Nay ! 
I've better counsellors ; what counsel they?" 
{Cho.) "Boot, saddle, to horse, and away /" 
B2 
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MY LAST DUCHESS. 

FERRARA. 

That's my last Duchess painted on the wall, 

Looking as if she were alive ; I call 

That piece a wonder, now : Fra Pandolf 's hands 

Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 

Will't please you sit and look at her ? I said 

" Fra Pandolf by design, for never read 

Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 

The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 

How such a glance came there ; so, not the first 

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not 

Her husband's presence only, called that spot 

Of joy into the Duchess* cheek : perhaps 

Fra Pandolf chanced to say, " Her mantle laps 

Over my Lady's wrist too much," or, " Paint 

Must never hope to reproduce the faint 

Half-flush that dies along her throat ; " such stuff 

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had 

A heart . . how shall I say ? . . too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed ; she liked whate'er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, 'twas all one ! My favour at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the west, 
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The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
She rode with round the terrace — all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least She thanked men, — good ; but 
thanked 

Somehow . . I know not how . . as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine hundred years old name 

With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling ? Even had you skill 

In speech — (which I have not) — to make your will 

Quite clear to such an one, and say, "Just this 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 

Or there exceed the mark " — and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 

— E'en then would be some stooping, and I choose 

Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt, 

Whene'er I passed her ; but who passed without 

Much the same smile ? This grew ; I gave commands ; 

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 

As if alive. Will't please you rise ? We'll meet 

The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master's known munificence 

Is ample warrant that no just pretence 

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed 

At starting, is my object Nay, we'll go 

Together down, sir ! Notice Neptune, though, 

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me. 
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COUNT GISMOND. 

AIX IN PROVENCE. 
I. 

Christ God, who savest men, save most 
Of men Count Gismond who saved me ! 

Count Gauthier, when he chose his post, 
Chose time and place and company 

To suit it; when he struck at length 

My honor, 'twas with all his strength. 

II. 

And doubtlessly ere he could draw 
All points to one, he must have schemed ! 

That miserable morning saw 
Few half so happy as I seemed, 

While being dressed in Queen's array 

To give our Tourney prize away. 

ill. 

I thought they loved me, did me grace 
To please themselves; 'twas all their deed ; 

God makes, or fair or foul, our face ; 
If showing mine so caused to bleed 

My cousins' hearts, they should have dropped 

A word, and straight the play had stopped. 
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IV. 

They, too, so beauteous ! Each a queen 
By virtue of her brow and breast; 

Not needing to be crowned, I mean, 
As I do. E'en when I was dressed, 

Had either of them spoke, instead 

Of glancing sideways with still head ! 

v. 

But no : they let me laugh, and sing 
My birthday song quite through, adjust 

The last rose in my garland, fling 
A last look on the mirror, trust 

My arms to each an arm of theirs, 

And so descend the castle-stairs — 

VI. 

And come out on the morning troop 
Of merry friends who kissed my cheek, 

And called me Queen, and made me stoop 
Under the canopy — (a streak 

That pierced it, of the outside sun, 

Powdered with gold its gloom's soft dun) — 

VII. 

And they could let me take my state 
And foolish throne amid applause 

Of all come there to celebrate 
My Queen's day — Oh, I think the cause 

Of much was, they forgot no crowd 

Makes up for parents in their shroud ! 
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vin 

Howe'er that be, all eyes were bent 
Upon me, when my cousins cast 

Theirs down ; 'twas time I should present 
The victor's crown, but . . there, 'twill last 

No long time . . . the old mist again 

Blinds me as then it did. How vain ! 

IX. 

See! Gismond's at the gate, in talk 
With his two boys : I can proceed. 

Well, at that moment, who should stalk 
Forth boldy (to my face, indeed) 

But Gauthier? and he thundered " Stay! " 

And all stayed. " Bring no crowns, I say! 

x. 

" Bring torches! Wind the penance-sheet 
About her! Let her shun the chaste, 

Or lay herself before their feet ! 
Shall she, whose body I embraced 

A night long, queen it in the day? 

For Honor's sake no crowns, I say! " 

•XI. 

I ? What I answered ? As I live, 

I never fancied such a thing 
As answer possible to give. 

What says the body when they spring 
Some monstrous torture-engine's whole 
Strength on it? No more says the soul. 
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XII 

Till out strode Gismond; then I knew 

That I was saved. I never met 
His face before, but, at first view, 

I felt quite sure that God had set 
Himself to Satan; who would spend 
A minute's mistrust on the end ? 

XIII. 

He strode to Gauthier, in his throat 
Gave him the lie, then struck his mouth 

With one back-handed blow that wrote 
In blood men's verdict there. North, south, 

East, west, I looked. The lie was dead, 

And damned, and truth stood up instead. 

XIV. 

This glads me most, that I enjoyed 
The heart of the joy, with my content 

In watching Gismond unalloyed 
By any doubt of the event : 

God took that on him — I was bid 

Watch Gismond for my part : I did. 

xv. 

Did I not watch him while he let 
His armourer just brace his greaves, 

Rivet his hauberk, on the fret 
The while! His foot . . my memory leaves 

No least stamp out, nor how anon 

He pulled his ringing gauntlets on. 
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XVI. 

And e'en before the trumpet's sound 
Was finished, prone lay the false knight, 

Prone as his lie, upon the ground: 
Gismond flew at him, used no sleight 

O* the sword, but open-breasted drove, 

Cleaving till out the truth he clove. 

XVIL 

Which done, he dragged him to my feet, 
And said, " Here die, but end thy breath 

In full confession, lest thou fleet 

From my first, to God's second death ! 

Say, hast thou lied ? " And, " I have lied 

To God and her," he said, and died. 

XVIII. 

Then Gismond, kneeling to me, asked 
— What safe my heart holds, tho' no word 

Could I repeat now, if I tasked 
My powers for ever, to a third 

Dear even as you are. Pass the rest 

Until I sank upon his breast. 

XIX. 

Over my head his arm he flung 
Against the world; and scarce I felt 

His sword, that dripped by me and swung, 
A little shifted in its belt,— 

For he began to say the while 

How south our home lay many a mile. 
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xx. 

So 'mid the shouting multitude 
We two walked forth to never more 

Return. My cousins have pursued 
Their life, untroubled as before 

I vexed them. Gauthier's dwelling-place 

God lighten ! May his soul find grace ! 

XXI. 

Our elder boy has got the clear 

Great brow; tho' when his brother's black 
Full eye shows scorn, it . . . Gismond here ? 

And have you brought my tercel back ? 
I just was telling Adela 
How many birds it struck since May. 



INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP. 
i. 

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon : 

A mile or so away 
On a little mound, Napoleon. 

Stood on our stormmg-day; 
With neck out-thrust, you fancy how, 

Legs wide, arms locked behind, 
As if to balance the prone brow 

Oppressive with its mind. 
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II. 

Just as perhaps he mused, " My plans 

That soar, to earth may fall, 
Let once my army-leader Lannes 

Waver at yonder wall," — 
Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew 

A rider, bound on bound 
Full-galloping; nor bridle drew 

Until he reached the mound. 



in. 

Then off there flung in smiling joy, 

And held himself erect 
By just his horse's mane, a boy : 

You hardly could suspect — 
(So tight he kept his lips compressed, 

Scarce any blood came through) 
You looked twice ere you saw his breast 

Was all but shot in two. 



IV. 

" Well," cried he, " Emperor, by God's grace 

We've got you Ratisbon ! 
The Marshal's in the market-place, 

And you'll be there anon 
To see your flag-bird flap his vans 

Where I, to heart's desire, 
Perched him !" The chief's eye flashed; his plans 

Soared up again like Are. 
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V. 

The chief 's eye flashed ; but presently 

Softened itself, as sheathes 
A film the mother eagle's eye 

When her bruised eaglet breathes : 
* ' You're wounded ! " " Nay, " his soldier's pride 

Touched to the quick, he said : 
' * I'm killed, sire ! " And, his chief beside, 

Smiling the boy fell dead. 



SOLILOQUY OF THE SPANISH CLOISTER. 
I. 

Gr-r-r — there go, my heart's abhorrence ! 

Water your damned flower-pots, do ! 
If hate killed men, Brother Lawrence, 

God's blood, would not mine kill you ! 
What ? your myrtle-bush wants trimming ? 
• Oh, that rose has prior claims — 
Needs its leaden vase filled brimming ? 

Hell dry you up with its flames! 

II. 

At the meal we sit together : 

Salve tibil I must hear 
Wise talk of the kind of weather, 

Sort of season, time of year: 
Not a plenteous cork-crop : scarcely 

Dare we hope oak-galls, I doubt: 
Whafs the Latin name for "parsley" ! 

What's the Greek name for Swine's Snout? 
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Whew ! Well have our platter burnished, 

Laid with care on our own shelf ! 
With a fire-new spoon we're furnish'd, 

And a goblet for ourself, 
Rinsed like something sacrificial 

Ere 'tis fit to touch our chaps- 
Marked with L. for our initial ! 

(He, he ! There his lily snaps !) 



Saint, forsooth ! While brown Dolores 

Squats outside the Convent bank, 
With Sanchicha, telling stories, 

Steeping tresses in the tank, 
Blue-black, lustrous, thick like horsehairs, 

— Can't I see his dead eye glow 
Bright, as 'twere a Barbary corsair's ? , 

(That is, if he'd let it show !) 



When he finishes refection. 

Knife and fork he never lays 
Cross-wise, to my recollection, 

As do I, in Jesu's praise. 
I, the Trinity illustrate, 

Drinking watered orange-pulp— 
In three sips the Arian frustrate ; 

While he drains his at one gulp ! 
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VI. 

Oh, those melons ! If he's able 

We're to have a feast ; so nice ! 
One goes to the Abbot's table, 

All of us get each a slice. 
How go on your flowers ? None double ? 

Not one fruit-sort can you spy ? 
Strange ! — And I, too, at such trouble, 

Keep 'em close-nipped on the sly ! 



There's a great text in Galatians, 

Once you trip on it, entails 
Twenty-nine distinct damnations, 

One sure, if another fails. 
If I trip him just a-dying, 

Sure of heaven as sure can be, 
Spin him round and send him flying 

Off to hell, a Manichee ? 



Or, my scrofulous French novel, 

On grey paper with blunt type ! 
Simply glance at it, you grovel 

Hand and foot in Belial's gripe : 
If I double down its pages 

At the woeful sixteenth print, 
When he gathers his greengages, 

Ope a sieve and slip it in't ? 
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IX. 

Or, there's Satan ! — one might venture 

Pledge one's soul to him, yet leave 
Such a flaw in the indenture 

As he'd miss till, past retrieve, 
Blasted lay that rose-acacia 

We're so proud of ! Ify, Zy, Hine . . . 
'St, there's vespers ! Plena gratia 

Ave, Virgo / Gr-r-r — you swine ! 



THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN. 
A child's story, 
(written for, and inscribed to, w. m. the younger.) 

I. 

Hamelin town's in Brunswick, 
By famous Hanover city ; 

The river Weser, deep and wide, 

Washes its wall on the southern side ; 

A pleasanter spot you never spied ; 
But, when begins my ditty, 

Almost five hundred years ago, 

To see the townsfolk suffer so 
From vermin, was a pity. 

Rats! IL 
They fought the dogs, and killed the cats, 

And bit the babies in the cradles, 
And ate the cheeses out of the vats, 

And licked the soup from the cooks' own ladles, 



The Pied Piper of Hamelin. 

Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
Made nests inside men's Sunday hats, 
And even spoiled the women's chats, 

By drowning their speaking 

With shrieking and squeaking 
In fifty different sharps and flats. 

in. 

At last the people in a body 

To the Town Hall came flocking : 
"'Tis clear," cried they, "our Mayor's a noddy 

And as for our Corporation — shocking 
To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 
For dolts that can't or won't determine 
What's best to rid us of our vermin ! 
You hope, because you're old and obese, 
To find in the furry civic robe ease ? 
Rouse up, sirs ! Give your brains a racking 
To find the remedy we're lacking, 
Or, sure as fate, we'll send you packing ! '* 
At this the Mayor and Corporation 
Quaked with a mighty consternation. 

IV. 

An hour they sate in council, 
At length the Mayor broke silence : 

" For a guilder I'd my ermine gown sell ; 
I wish I were a mile hence ! 

It's easy to bid one rack one's brain — 

I'm sure my poor head aches again 

I've scratched it so, and all in vain. 

Oh for a trap, a trap, a trap !" 

Just as he said this, what should hap 
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At the chamber door but a gentle tap ? 

" Bless us," cried the Mayor, " what's that ?" 

(With the Corporation as he sat, 

Looking little though wondrous fat ; 

Nor brighter was his eye, nor moister 

Than a too-long-opened oyster, 

Save when at noon his paunch grew mutinous 

For a plate of turtle green and glutinous) 

" Only a scraping of shoes on the mat? 

Anything like the sound of a rat 

Makes my heart go pit-a-pat ! " 

v. 

"Come in !" — the Mayor cried, looking bigger : 

And in did come the strangest figure ! 

His queer long coat from heel to head 

Was half of yellow and half of red ; 

And he himself was tall and thin, 

With sharp blue eyes, each like a pin, 

And light loose hair, yet swarthy skin, 

No tuft on cheek nor beard on chin, 

But lips where smiles went out and in — 

There was no guessing his kith and kin ! 

And nobody could enough admire 

The tall man and his quaint attire. 

Quoth one : " It's as my great-grandsire, 

Starting up at the trump of doom's tone, 

Had walked this way from his painted tombstone ! ' ' 

VI. 

He advanced to the council-table : 

And, " Please your honours," said he, " I'm able, 

By means of a secret charm, to draw 



The Pied Piper of Hamelin. 1 9 

All creatures living beneath the sun, 

That creep, or swim, or fly, or run, 

After me so as you never saw ! 

And I chiefly use my charm 

On creatures that do people harm, 

The mole, and toad, and newt, and viper ; 

And people call me the Pied Piper." 

(And here they noticed round his neck 

A scarf of red and yellow stripe, 

To match with his coat of the self-same cheque ; 

And at the scarfs end hung a pipe ; 

And his fingers, they noticed, were ever straying 

As if impatient to be playing 

Upon this pipe, as low it dangled 

Over his vesture so old-fangled.) 

"Yet," said he, "poor piper as I am, 

In Tartary I freed the Cham, 

Last June, from his huge swarms of gnats ; 

I eased in Asia the Nizam 

Of a monstrous brood of vampyre-bats : 

And, as for what your brain bewilders, 

If I can rid your town of rats 

Will you give me a thousand guilders ?" 

" One ? fifty thousand !" — was the exclamation 

Of the astonished Mayor and Corporation. 

VII. 

Into the street the Piper stept, 

Smiling first a little smile, 
As if he knew what magic slept 

In his quiet pipe the while ; 
Then, like a musical adept, 
To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled 
c 2 
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And green and blue his sharp eyes twinkled 
Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled ; 
And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered, 
You heard as if an army muttered ; 
And the muttering grew to a grumbling ; 
And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling ; 
And out of the houses the rats came tumbling. 
Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats, 
Grave old plodders, gay young friskers, 

Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, 
Cocking tails and pricking whiskers, 

Families by tens and dozens, 
Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives — 
Followed the Piper for their lives. 
From street to street he piped advancing, 
And step for step they followed dancing, 
Until they came to the river Weser 
Wherein all plunged and perished 
— Save one who, stout as Julius Caesar, 
Swam across and lived to carry 
(As he the manuscript he cherished) 
To Rat-land home his commentary ; 
Which was, " At the first shrill notes of the pipe, 
I heard a sound as of scraping tripe, 
And putting apples, wondrous ripe, 
Into a cider-press's gripe : 
And a moving away of pickle-tub-boards, 
And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards, 
And a drawing the corks of train-oil-flasks, 
And a breaking the hoops of butter-casks ; 
And it seemed as if a voice 
(Sweeter far than by harp or bf psaltery 
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Is breathed) called out, Oh rats, rejoice ! 
The world is grown to one vast drysaltery ! 
So munch on, crunch on, take your nuncheon, 
Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon ! 
And just as a bulky sugar-puncheon, 
All ready staved, like a great sun shone 
Glorious scarce an inch before me, 
Just as methought it said, Come, bore me ! 
— I found the Weser rolling o'er me." 

VIII. 

You should have heard the Hamelin people 

Ringing the bells till they rocked the steeple. 

" Go," cried the Mayor, "and get long poles ! 

Poke out the nests and block up the holes ! 

Consult with carpenters and builders, 

And leave in our town not even a trace 

Of the rats !" — when suddenly, up the face 

Of the Piper perked in the market-place, 

With a, "First, if you please, my thousand guilders!" 

IX. 

A thousand guilders ! The Mayor looked blue ; 

So did the Corporation too. 

For council dinners made rare havock 

With Claret, Moselle, Vin-de- Grave, Hock ; 

And half the money would replenish 

Their cellar's biggest butt with Rhenish. 

To pay this sum to a wandering fellow 

With a gipsy coat of red and yellow ! 

"Beside," quoth the Mayor with a knowing wink, 

" Our business was done at the river's brink ; 

We saw with our eyes the vermin sink, 
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And what's dead can't come to life, I think. ' 

So, friend, we're not the folks to shrink 

From the duty of giving you something for drink, 

And a matter of money to put in your poke ; 

But, as for the guilders, what we spoke 

Of them, as you very well know, was in joke. 

Beside, our losses have made us thrifty ; 

A thousand guilders! Come, take fifty! " 

x. 

The Piper's face fell, and he cried, 

" No trifling ! I can't wait, beside. 

I've promised to visit by dinner-time 

Bagdat, and accept the prime 

Of the Head-Cook's pottage, all he's rich in, 

For having left, in the Caliph's kitchen, 

Of a nest of scorpions no survivor — 

With him I proved no bargain-driver, 

With you, don't think I'll bate a stiver! 

And folks who put me in a passion 

May find me pipe to another fashion." 

XI. 

" How? " cried the Mayor, u d'ye think I'll brook 

Being worse treated than a cook ? 

Insulted by a lazy ribald 

With idle pipe and vesture piebald ? 

You threaten us, fellow ? Do your worst, 

Blow your pipe there till you burst ! " 

XII. 

Once more he stept into the street ; 
And to his lips again 
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Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane; 

And ere he blew three notes (such sweet 
Soft notes as yet musician's cunning 

Never gave the enraptured air) 
There was a rustling, that seemed like a bustling 
Of merry crowds justling at pitching and hustling, 
Small feet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering, 
Little hands clapping, and little tongues chattering, 
And, like fowls in a farm-yard when barley is scattering, 
Out came the children running. 
All the little boys and girls, 
With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls, 
And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls, 
Tripping and skipping, ran merrily after 
The wonderful music with shouting and laughter. 

XIII. 

The Mayor was dumb, and the Council stood 
As if they were changed into blocks of wood, 
Unable to move a step, or cry 
To the children merrily skipping by — 
And could only follow with the eye 
That joyous crowd at the Piper's back. 
But how the Mayor was on the rack, 
And the wretched Council's bosoms beat, 
As the Piper turned from the High Street 
To where the Weser rolled its waters 
Right in the way of their sons and daughters 
However he turned from south to west, 
And to Koppelberg Hill his steps addressed, 
And after him the children pressed ; 
Great was the joy in every breast 
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" He never can cross that mighty top ! 

He's forced to let the piping drop, 

And we shall see our children stop ! " 

When, lo, as they reached the mountain's side, 

A wondrous portal opened wide, 

As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed ; 

And the Piper advanced and the children followed, 

And when all were in to the very last, 

The door in the mountain side shut fast. 

Did I say, all ? No ! One was lame, 

And could not dance the whole of the way ; 

And in after years, if you would blame 

His sadness, he was used to say, — 

" If s dull in our town since my playmates left ! 

I can't forget that I'm bereft 

Of all the pleasant sights they see, 

Which the Piper also promised me ; 

For he led us, he said, to a joyous land, 

Joining the town and just at hand, 

Where waters gushed and fruit-trees grew, 

And flowers put forth a fairer hue, 

And everything was strange and new ; 

The sparrows were brighter than peacocks here, 

And their dogs outran our fallow deer, 

And honey-bees had lost their stings, 

And horses were born with eagles' wings ; 

And just as I became assured 

My lame foot would be speedily cured, 

The music stopped and I stood still, 

And found myself outside the Hill, 

Left alone against my will, 

To go now limping as before, 

And never hear of that country more ! " 
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XIV. 

Alas, alas for Hamelin ! 

Tfiere came into many a burgher's pate 

A text which says, that Heaven's gate 

Opes to the rich at as easy rate 
As the needle's eye takes a camel in ! 
The Mayor sent east, west, north, and south 
To offer the Piper, by word of mouth, 

Wherever it was men's lot to find him, 
Silver and gold to his heart's content, 
If he'd only return the way he went, 

And bring the children behind him. 
But when they saw 'twas a lost endeavour, 
And Piper and dancers were gone for ever, 
They made a decree that lawyers never 

Should think their records dated duly 
Ifj after the day of the month and year, 
These words did not as well appear, 
" And so long after what happened here 

On the twenty-second of July, 
Thirteen hundred and seventy-six : 
And the better in memory to fix 
The place of the children's last retreat, 
They called it, the Pied Piper's Street— 
Where any one playing on pipe or tabor 
Was sure for the future to lose his labour. 
Nor suffered they hostelry or tavern 

To shock with mirth a street so solemn ; 
But opposite the place of the cavern 

They wrote the story on a column, 
And on the great church-window painted 
The same, to make the world acquainted 
How their children were stolen away ; 
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And there it stands to this very day. 

And I must not omit to say 

That in Transylvania there's a tribe 

Of alien people that ascribe 

The outlandish ways and dress 

On which their neighbours lay such stress, 

To their fathers and mothers having risen 

Out of some subterraneous prison 

Into which they were trepanned 

Long time ago in a mighty band 

Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land, 

But how or why, they don't understand. 

xv. 

So, Willy, let you and me be wipers 

Of scores out with all men — especially pipers : 

And, whether they pipe us free, from rats or from mice, 

If we've promised them aught, let us keep our promise. 



"HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS 
FROM GHENT TO AIX." 
[16-.] 
I. 

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he ; 
I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three ; 
"Good speed!" cried the watch, as the gate-bolts 
undrew ; 

" Speed ! " echoed the wall to us galloping through ; 
Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest, 
And into the midnight we galloped abreast 



"How they brought the Good News." 
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n. 

Not a word to each other ; we kept the great pace 
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our 
place ; 

I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight, 
Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right, 
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit, 
Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit 

in. 

'Twas moonset at starting ; but while we drew near 
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ; 
At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ; 
At Duffeld, 'twas morning as plain as could be ; 
And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half- 
chime, 

So Joris broke silence with, "Yet there is time!" 
rv. 

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun, 
And against him the cattle stood black every one, 
To stare thro' the mist at us galloping past, 
And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last, 
With resolute shoulders, each butting away 
The haze, as some bluff river-headland its spray. 

v. 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back 
For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track ; 
And one eye's black intelligence, — ever that glance 
O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance ! 
And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon 
His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on. 
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VI. 

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris, ' ' Stay spur ! 
Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault's not in her, 
We'll remember at Aix" — for one heard the quick 
wheeze 

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering 
knees, 

And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank, 
As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

VII. 

So we were left galloping, Joris and I, 
Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky ; 
The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh, 
'Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like 
chaff; 

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 
And "Gallop," gasped Joris, "for Aix is in sight ! ' ' 

VIII. 

" How they'll greet us ! " — and all in a moment his 
roan 

Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ; 
And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight 
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate, 
With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim, 
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets' rim. 

IX. 

Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall, 
Shook off" both my jack-boots, let go belt and all, 
Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear, 
Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer ; 
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Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad 
or good, 

Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood, 
x. 

And all I remember is, friends flocking round 
As I sate with his head 'twixt my knees on the ground, 
And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine, 
As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine, 
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 
Was no more than his due who brought good news 
from Ghent 



THE ITALIAN IN ENGLAND. 

That second time they hunted me 

From hill to plain, from shore to sea, 

And Austria, hounding far and wide 

Her blood-hounds thro* the country-side, 

Breathed hot and instant on my trace, — 

I made six days a hiding-place 

Of that dry green old aqueduct 

Where I and Charles, when boys, have plucked 

The fire-flies from the roof above, 

Bright creeping thro* the moss they love. 

— How long it seems since Charles was lost ! 

Six days the soldiers crossed and crossed 

The country in my very sight ; 

And when that peril ceased at night, 

The sky broke out in red dismay 

With signal-fires ; well, there I lay 
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Close covered o'er in my recess, 
Up to the neck in ferns and cress, 
Thinking on Metternich our friend, 
And Charles's miserable end, 
And much beside, two days ; the third, 
Hunger o'ercame me when I heard 
The peasants from the village go 
To work among the maize ; you know, 
With us, in Lombardy, they bring 
Provisions packed on mules, a string 
With little bells that cheer their task, 
And casks, and boughs on every cask 
To keep the sun's heat from the wine; 
These I let pass in jingling line, 
And, close on them, dear noisy crew, 
The peasants from the village, too ; 
For at the very rear would troop 
Their wives and sisters in a group 
To help, I knew ; when these had passed, 
I threw my glove to strike the last, 
Taking the chance : she did not start, 
Much less cry out, but stooped apart 
One instant, rapidly glanced round, 
And saw me beckon from the ground : 
A wild bush grows and hides my crypt ; 
She picked my glove up while she stripped 
A branch oft\ then rejoined the rest 
With that ; my glove lay in her breast : 
Then I drew breath : they disappeared : 
It was for Italy I feared. 

An hour, and she returned alone 
Exactly where my glove was thrown. 
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Meanwhile came many thoughts ; on me 

Rested the hopes of Italy ; 

I had devised a certain tale 

Which, when 'twas told her, could not fail 

Persuade a peasant of its truth ; 

I meant to call a freak of youth 

This hiding, and give hopes of pay, 

And no temptation to betray. 

But when I saw that woman's face, 

Its calm simplicity of grace, 

Our Italy's own attitude 

In which she walked thus far, and stood, 

Planting each naked foot so firm, 

To crush the snake and spare the worm — 
At first sight of her eyes, I said, 

"lam that man upon whose head 

They fix the price, because I hate 

The Austrians over us : the State 

Will give you gold— oh, gold so much, 

If you betray me to their clutch ! 

And be your death, for aught I know, 

If once they find you saved their foe. 

Now, you must bring me food and drink, 

And also paper, pen, and ink, 

And carry safe what I shall write 

To Padua, which you'll reach at night 

Before the Duomo shuts ; go in, 

And wait till Tenebrae begin ; 

Walk to the third confessional, 

Between the pillar and the wall, 

And kneeling whisper, Whence comes peace ? 

Say it a second time, then cease; 

And if the voice inside returns, 
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From Christ and Freedom ; what concerns 
The cause of Peace % — for answer, slip 
My letter where you placed your lip ; 
Then come back happy we have done 
Our mother service — I, the son, 
As you the daughter of our land ! " 

Three mornings more, she took her stand 
In the same place, with the same eyes : 
I was no surer of sunrise 
Than of her coming ; we conferred 
Of her own prospects, and I heard 
She had a lover — stout and tall, 
She said — then let her eyelids fall, 
" He could do much " — as if some doubt 
Entered her heart, — then, passing out, 
" She could not speak for others — who 
Had other thoughts ; herself she knew : " 
And so she brought me drink and food. 
After four days, the scouts pursued 
Another path : at last arrived 
The help my Paduan friends contrived 
To furnish me : she brought the news : 
For the first time I could not choose 
But kiss her hand and lay my own 
Upon her head — " This faith was shown 
To Italy, our mother ; — she 
Uses my hand and blesses thee ! " 
She followed down to the sea-shore ; 
I left and never saw her more. 

How very long since I have thought 

g — much less wished for — aught 
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Beside the good of Italy 

For which I live and mean to die ! 

I never was in love ; and since 

Charles proved false, nothing could convince 

My inmost heart I had a friend. 

However, if I pleased to spend 

Real wishes on myself— say, three — 

I know at least what one should be ; 

I would grasp Metternich until 

I felt his red wet throat distil 

In blood thro* these two hands : and next, 

— Nor much for that am I perplexed — 

Charles, perjured traitor, for his part, 

Should die slow of a broken heart 

Under his new employers : last 

— Ah, there, what should I wish? For fast 

Do I grow old and out of strength. — 

If I resolved to seek at length 

My father's house again, how scared 

They all would look, and unprepared ! 

My brothers live in Austria's pay 

— Disowned me long ago, men say ; 

And all my early mates who used 

To praise me so — perhaps induced 

More than one early step of mine — 

Are turning wise ; while some opine 

" Freedom grows License," some suspect 

" Haste breeds Delay,*' and recollect 

They always said, such premature 

Beginnings never could endure ! 

So, with a sullen "All's for best," 

The land seems settling to its rest 

I think, then, I should wish to stand 
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This evening in that dear, lost land, 
Over the sea the thousand miles, 
And know if yet that woman smiles 
With the calm smile ; some little farm 
She lives in there, no doubt ; what harm 
If I sat on that door-side bench, 
And, while her spindle made a trench 
Fantastically in the dust, 
Inquired of all her fortunes— just 
Her children's ages and their names, 
And what may be the husband's aims 
For each of them — I'd talk this out, 
And sit there, for an hour about, 
Then kiss her hand once more, and lay 
Mine on her head and go my way. 

So much for idle wishing — how 
It steals the time ! To business now ! 



Just for a handful of silver he left us, 

Just for a riband to stick in his coat — 
Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us, 

Lost all the others she lets us devote ; 
They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver, 

So much was theirs who so little allowed : 
How all our copper had gone for his service ! 

Rags — were they purple, his heart had been proud ! 
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We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured 
him, 

Lived in his mild and magnificent eye, 
Learned his great language, caught his clear accents, 

Made him our pattern to live and to die ! 
Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us, 

Burns, Shelley, were with us — they watch from 
their graves ! 
He alone breaks from the van and the freemen, 

He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves ! 

II. 

We shall march prospering — not thro' his presence ; 

Songs may inspirit us — not from his lyre ; 
Deeds will be done — while he boasts his quiescence, 

Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire : 
Blot out his name, then — record one lost soul more, 

One task more declined, one more footpath untrod, 
One more triumph for devils, and sorrow for angels, 

One wrong more to man, one more insult to God ! 
Life's night begins : let him never come back to us ! 

There would be doubt, hesitation, and pain, 
Forced praise on our part — the glimmer of twilight, 

Never glad confident morning again ! 
Best fight on well, for we taught him — strike gallantly, 

Menace our heart ere we master his own y 
Then let him receive the new knowledge and wait us, 

Pardoned in Heaven, the first by the throne! 
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THE BISHOP ORDERS HIS TOMB AT 
ST PRAXE&S CHURCH 

[rome, 15—.] 

Vanity, saith the preacher, vanity ! 

Draw round my bed : is Anselm keeping back ? 

Nephews — sons mine ... ah God, I know not 

Well- 
She, men would have to be your mother once, 
Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was ! 
What's done is done, and she is dead beside, 
Dead long ago, and I am Bishop since, 
And as she died so must we die ourselves, 
And thence ye may perceive the world's a dream. 
Life, how and what is it ? As here I lie 
In this state-chamber, dying by degrees, 
Hours and long hours in the dead night, I ask 
" Do I live, am I dead ? " Peace, peace seems all. 
St Praxed's ever was the church for peace ; 
And so, about this tomb of mine. I fought 
With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye know : 
-Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care ; 
Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner south 
He graced his carrion with, God curse the same ! 
Yet still my niche is not so cramped but thence 
One sees the pulpit o* the epistle-side, 
And somewhat of the choir, those silent seats, 
And up into the aery dome where live 
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The angels, and a sunbeam's sure to lurk : 
And I shall fill my slab of basalt there, 
And 'neath my tabernacle take my rest, 
With those nine columns round me, two and two, 
The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands : 
Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe 
As fresh-poured red wine of a mighty pulse, 
— Old Gandolf with his paltry onion-stone, 
Put me where I may look at him ! True peach, 
Rosy and flawless : how I earned the prize ! 
Draw close : that conflagration of my church 
— What then ? So much was saved if aught were 
missed ! 

My sons, ye would not be my death ? Go dig 

The white-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood, 

Drop water gently till the surface sinks, 

And if ye find . . Ah, God I know not, I ! . . . 

Bedded in store of rotten fig-leaves soft, 

And corded up in a tight olive-frail, 

Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli, 

Big as a Jew's head cut off at the nape, 

Blue as a vein o'er the Madonna's breast . . . 

Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all, 

That brave Frascati villa with its bath, 

So, let the blue lump poise between my knees, 

Like God the Father's globe on both his hands 

Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay, 

For Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst ! 

Swift as a weaver's shuttle fleet our years : 

Man goeth to the grave, and where is he ? 

Did I say basalt for my slab, sons ? Black — 

'Twas ever antique-black I meant ! How else 

Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath ? 
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The bas-relief in bronze ye promised me, 

Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance 

Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so, 

The Saviour at his sermon on the mount, 

St. Praxed in a glory, and one Pan 

Ready to twitch the Nymph's last garment off, 

And Moses with the tables . . . but I know 

Ye mark me not ! What do they whisper thee, 

Child of my bowels, Anselm ? Ah, ye hope 

To revel down my villas while I gasp 

Bricked o'er with beggar's mouldy travertine 

Which Gandolf from his tomb-top chuckles at ! 

Nay, boys, ye love me — all of jasper, then ! 

'Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve 

My bath must needs be left behind, alas ! 

One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut, 

There's plenty jasper somewhere in the world — 

*And have I not St Praxed's ear to pray 

Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts, 

And mistresses with great smooth marbly limbs? 

— That's if ye carve my epitaph aright, 

Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully's every word, 

No gaudy ware like Gandolf 's second line — 

Tully, my masters ? Ulpian serves his need ! 

And then how I shall lie through centuries, 

And hear the blessed mutter of the mass, 

And see God made and eaten all day long, 

And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste 

Good strong thick stupefying incense-smoke ! 

For as I lie here, hours of the dead night, 

Dying in state and by such slow degrees, 

I fold my arms as if they clasped a crook, 

And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point, 
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And let the bedclothes for a mortcloth drop 

Into great laps and folds of sculptor's-work : 

And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts 

Grow, with a certain humming in my ears, 

About the life before I lived this life, 

And this life too, popes, cardinals, and priests, 

St Praxed at his sermon on the mount, 

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes, 

And new-found agate urns as fresh as day, 

And marble's language, Latin pure, discreet, 

— Aha, elu cesceb at, quoth our friend? 

No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best! 

Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage. 

All lapis, all, sons ! Else I give the Pope 

My villas : will ye ever eat my heart ? 

Ever your eyes were as a lizard's quick, 

They glitter like your mother's for my soul, 

Or ye would heighten my impoverished frieze, 

Piece out its starved design, and fill my vase 

With grapes, and add a visor and a term, 

And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx 

That in his struggle throws the thyrsus down, 

To comfort me on my entablature 

Whereon I am to lie till I must ask 

" Do I live, am I dead ? " There, leave me, there ! 

For ye have stabbed me with ingratitude 

To death — ye wish it — God, ye wish it ! Stone — 

Gritstone, a- crumble ! Clammy squares which sweat 

As if the corpse they keep were oozing through — 

And no more lapis to delight the world ! 

Well, go ! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there, 

But in a row : and, going, turn your backs 

— Ay, like departing altar-ministrants, 
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And leave me in my church, the church for peace, 
That I may watch at leisure if he leers — 
Old Gandolf, at me, from his onion-stone, 
As still he envied me, so fair she was ! 



GARDEN FANCIES. 

I.— THE FLOWER'S NAME. 
I. 

Here's the garden she walked across, 

Arm in my arm, such a short while since : 
Hark, now I push its wicket, the moss 

Hinders the hinges and makes them wince ! 
She must have reached this shrub ere she turned, 

As back with that murmur the wicket swung ; 
For she laid the poor snail, my chance foot spurned, 

To feed and forget it the leaves among. 



II. 

Down this side of the gravel-walk 

She went while her robe's edge brushed the box : 
And here she paused in her gracious talk 

To point me a moth on the milk-white flox. 
Roses, ranged in valiant row, 

I will never think that she passed you by ! 
She loves you noble roses, I know ; 

But yonder, see, where the rock-plants lie ! 
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This flower she stopped at, finger on lip, 

Stooped over, in doubt, as settling its claim ; 
Till she gave me, with pride to make no slip, 

Its soft meandering Spanish name. 
What a name ! was it love, or praise ? 

Speech half- asleep, or song hall-awake ? 
I must learn Spanish, one of these days, 

Only for that slow sweet name's sake. 



Roses, if I live and do well, 

I may bring her, one of these days, 
To fix you fast with as fine a spell, 

Fit you each with his Spanish phrase ! 
But do not detain me now ; for she lingers 

There, like sunshine over the ground, 
And ever I see her soft white fingers 

Searching after the bud she found. 



Flower, you Spaniard,' look that you grow not, 

Stay as you are and be loved for ever ! 
Bud, if I kiss you 'tis that you blow not, 

Mind, the shut pink mouth opens never ! 
For while thus it pouts, her fingers wrestle, 

Twinkling the audacious leaves between, 
Till round they turn and down they nestle — 

Is not the dear mark still to be seen ? 
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VI. 

Where I find her not, beauties vanish ; 

Whither I follow her, beauties flee ; 
Is there no method to tell her in Spanish 

June's twice June since she breathed it with me ? 
Come, bud, show me the least of her traces, 

Treasure my lady's lightest foot-fall 
— Ah, you may flout and turn up your faces — 

Roses, you are not so fair after all ! 



II. — SIBRANDUS SCH AFN ABU RGENS IS. 
I. 

Plague take all your pedants, say I ! 

He who wrote what I hold in my hand, 
Centuries back was so good as to die, 

Leaving this rubbish to cumber the land ; 
This, that was a book in its time, 

Printed on paper and bound in leather, 
Last month in the white of a matin-prime 

Just when the birds sang all together. 

II. 

Into the garden I brought it to read, 

And under the arbute and laurustine 
Read it, so help me grace in my need, 

From title-page to closing line. 
Chapter on chapter did I count, 

As a curious traveller counts Stonehenge ; 
Added up the mortal amount ; 

And then proceeded to my revenge. 
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Yonder's a plum-tree, with a crevice 

An owl would build in, were he but sage ; 
For a lap of moss, like a fine pont-levis 

In a castle of the middle age, 
Joins to a lip of gum, pure amber ; 

When he'd be private, there might he spend 
Hours alone in his lady's chamber: 

Into this crevice I dropped our friend. 



IV. 

Splash, went he, as under he ducked, 

— I knew at the bottom rain-drippings stagnate ; 
Next, a handful of blossoms I plucked 

To bury him with, my bookshelf s magnate ; 
Then I went indoors, brought out a loaf, 

Half a cheese, and a bottle of Chablis ; 
Lay on the grass and forgot the oaf 

Over a jolly chapter of Rabelais. 



Now, this morning, betwixt the moss 

And gum that locked our friend in limbo, 
A spider had spun his web across, 

And sate in the midst with arms a-kimbo; 
So, I took pity, for learning's sake, 

And, de profundis, accentibus latis, 
Cantatel quoth I, as I got a rake, 

And up I fished his delectable treatise. 
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VI. 

Here you have it, dry in the sun, 

With all the binding all of a blister, 
And great blue spots where the ink has run, 

And reddish streaks that wink and glister 
O'er the page so beautifully yellow — 

Oh, well have the droppings played their tricks ! 
Did he guess how toadstools grow, this fellow? 

Here's one stuck in his chapter six ! 



VII. 

How did he like it when the live creatures 

Tickled and toused and browsed him all over, 
And worm, slug, eft, with serious features, 

Came in, each one, for his right of trover ; 
When the water-beetle with great blind deaf face 

Made of her eggs the stately deposit, 
And the newt borrowed just so much of the preface 

As tiled in the top of his black wife's closet. 



VIII. 

All that life, and fun, and romping, 

All that frisking, and twisting, and coupling, 
While slowly our poor friend's leaves were swamping, 

And clasps were cracking, and covers suppling ! 
As if you had carried sour John Knox 

To the play-house at Paris, Vienna, or Munich, 
Fastened him into a front-row box, 

And danced off the ballet with trousers and tunic. 
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IX. 

Come, old martyr! What, torment enough is it? 

Back to my room shall you take your sweet self ! 
Good-bye, mother-beetle; husband-eft, sufficitt 

See the snug niche I have made on my shelf : 
A.'s book shall prop you up, B.'s shall cover you, 

Here's C. to be grave with, or D. to be gay, 
And with E. on each side, and F. right over you, 

Dry-rot at ease till the Judgment-day ! 



THE LABORATORY. 
[ancien regime.] 
I. 

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly, 
May gaze thro' these faint smokes curling whitely, 
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil's-smithy — 
Which is the poison to poison her, prithee ? 

II. 

H-e is with her ; and they know that I know 
Where they are, what they do : they believe my tears 
flow — 

While they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the drear 
Empty church, to pray God in, for them! — I am here. 
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in. 

Grind away, moisten and mash up thy paste, 
Pound at thy powder — I am not in haste ! 
Better sit thus, and observe thy strange things, 
Than go where men wait me and dance at the King?*. 

IV. 

That in the mortar — you call it a gum ? 

Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozings come ! 

And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue, 

Sure to taste sweetly — is that poison too ? 

v. 

Had I but all of them, thee and thy treasures, 
What a wild crowd of invisible pleasures ! 
To carry pure death in an earring, a casket, 
A signet, a fan-mount, a filagree-basket ! 

vt. 

Soon, at the King's, a mere lozenge to give, 
And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live ! 
But to light a pastille, and Elise, with her head, 
And her breast, and her arms, and her hands, should 
drop dead! 

VII. 

Quick — is it finished ? The colour's too grim 
Why not soft like the phial's, enticing and dim ? 
Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir, 
And try it and taste, ere she fix and prefer ! 
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VIII. 

What a drop ! She's not little, no minion like me- 
Thafs why she ensnared him : this never will free 
The soul from those strong, great eyes — say, " No !" 
To that pulse's magnificent come-and-go. 

IX. 

For only last night, as they whispered, I brought 
My own eyes to bear on her so, that I thought 
Could I keep them one half minute fixed, she would 
fall 

Shrivelled ; she fell not ; yet this does it all ! 
x. 

Not that I bid you spare her the pain ! 
Let death be felt and the proof remain ; 
Brand, burn up, bite into its grace — 
He is sure to remember her dying face ! 

XI. 

Is it done ? Take my mask off ! Nay, be not morose, 
It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close : 
The delicate droplet, my whole fortune's fee — 
If it hurts her, beside, can it ever hurt me? 

XII. 

Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill, 
You may kiss me, old man, on my mouth if you will ! 
But brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings 
Ere I know it — next moment I dance at the King's ! 
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THE CONFESSIONAL. 



[SPAIN.] 



I. 



It is a lie — their priests, their pope, 
Their saints, their ... all they fear or hope 
Are lies, and lies — there ! thro* my door 
And ceiling, there ! and walls and floor, 
There, lies, they lie, shall still be hurled, 
Till spite of them I reach the world ! 



Vou think priests just and holy men ! 
Before they put me in this den, 
I was a human creature too, 
With flesh and blood like one of you, 
A girl that laughed in beauty's pride 
Like lilies in your world outside. 



I had a lover — shame avaunt ! 
This poor wrenched body, grim and gaunt, 
Was kissed all over till it burned, 
By lips the truest, love e'er turned 
His heart's own tint : one night they kissed 
My soul out in a burning mist 



11. 



in. 
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IV. 

So, next day when the accustomed train 
Of things grew round my sense again, 
" That is a sin," I said — and slow 
With downcast eyes to church I go, 
And pass to the confession-chair, 
And tell the old mild father there. 

v. 

But when I faulter Beltran's name, 

" Ha?" quoth the father ; " much I blame 

The sin ; yet wherefore idly grieve ? 

Despair not — strenuously retrieve ! 

Nay, I will turn this love of thine 

To lawful love, almost divine. 

VI. 

" For he is young, and led astray, 
This Beltran, and he schemes, men say, 
To change the laws of church and state ; 
So, thine shall be an angel's fate, 
Who, ere the thunder breaks, should roll 
Its cloud away and save his soul. 

VII. 

" For, when he lies upon thy breast, 
Thou mayst demand and be possessed 
Of all his plans, and next day steal 
To me, and all those plans reveal, 
That I and every priest, to purge 
His soul, may fast and use the scourge." 
E 
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VIII. 

That father's beard was long and white, 
With love and truth his brow seemed bright ; 
I went back, all on fire with joy, 
And, that same evening, bade the boy 
Tell me, as lovers should, heart-free, 
Something to prove his love of me. 

IX. 

He told me what he would not tell 
For hope of heaven or fear of hell ; 
And I lay listening in such pride, 
And, soon as he had left my side, 
Tripped to the church by morning-light 
To save his soul in his despite. 

x. 

I told the father all his schemes, 
Who were his comrades, what their dreams ; 
"And now make haste," I said, "to pray 
The one spot from his soul away ; 
To-night he comes, but not the same 
Will look ! " At night he never came. 

XI. 

Nor next night : on the after-morn, 
I went forth with a strength new-born. 
The church was empty; something drew 
My steps into the street ; I knew 
It led me to the market-place — 
Where, lo — on high — the father's face ! 
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XII. 

That horrible black scaffold drest — 
That stapled block . . God sink the rest ! 
That head strapped back, that blinding vest, 
Those knotted hands and naked breast — 
Till near one busy hangman pressed, 
And, on the neck these arms caressed . . . 

xni. 

No part in aught they hope or fear ! 

No heaven with them, no hell — and here, 

No earth, not so much space as pens 

My body in their worst of dens 

But shall bear God and man my cry — 

Lies — lies, again — and still, they lie ! 



THE FLIGHT OF THE DUCHESS. 
I. 

You're my friend : 

I was the man the duke spoke to ; 

I helped the duchess to cast off his yoke, too ; 

So, here's the tale from beginning to end, 

My friend ! 
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II. 

Ours is a great wild country : 

If you climb to our castle's top, 

I don't see where your eye can stop ; 

For when you've passed the corn-field country, 

Where vineyards leave ofi^ flocks are packed, 

And sheep-range leads to cattle-tract. 

And cattle-tract to open-chase, 

And open-chase to the very base 

Of the mountain, where, at a funeral pace, 

Round about, solemn and slow, 

One by one, row after row, 

Up and up the pine-trees go, 

So, like black priests up, and so 

Down the other side again 

To another greater, wilder country, 

That's one vast red drear burnt-up plain, 

Branched thro' and thro' with many a vein 

Whence iron's dug, and copper's dealt ; 

Look right, look left, look straight before — 

Beneath they mine, above they smelt, 

Copper ore and iron ore, 

And forge and furnace mould and melt, 

And so on, more and ever more, 

Till, at last, for a bounding belt, 

Comes the salt sand hoar of the great sea-shore, 

— And the whole is our duke's country. 

in. 

I was born the day this present duke was — 
(And O, says the song, ere I was old !) 
^^^^Mlie cattle where the other duke was — 
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(When I was hopeful and young, not old ! ) 

I in the kennel, he in the bower : 

We are of like age to an hour. 

My father was huntsman in that day ; 

Who has not heard my father say 

That, when a boar was brought to bay, 

Three times, four times out of five, 

With his huntspear he'd contrive 

To get the killing-place transfixed, 

And pin him true, both eyes betwixt ? 

And that's why the old duke would rather 

He lost a salt-pit than my father, 

And loved to have him ever in call ; 

That's why my father stood in the hall 

When the old duke brought his infant out 

To show the people, and while they passed 

The wondrous bantling round about, 

Was first to start at the outside blast 

As the kaiser's courier blew his horn, 

Just a month after the babe was born. 

" And," quoth the kaiser's courier, "since 

The duke has got an heir, our prince 

Needs the duke's self at his side. " 

The duke looked down and seemed to wince, 

But he thought of wars o'er the world wide, 

Castles a-fire, men on their march, 

The toppling tower, the crashing arch ; 

And up he looked, and awhile he eyed 

The row of crests and shields and banners, 

Of all achievements after all manners, 

And " Ay," said the duke with a surly pride. 

The more was his comfort when he died 

At next year's end, in a velvet suit, 
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With a gilt glove on his hand, and his foot 

In a silken shoe for a leather boot, 

Petticoated like a herald, 

In a chamber next to an ante-room, 

Where he breathed the breath of page and groom, 

What he called stink, and they, perfume. 

— They should have set him on red Berold, 

Mad with pride, like fire to manage ! 

They should have got his cheek fresh tannage 

Such a day as to-day in the merry sunshine ! 

Had they stuck on his fist a rough-foot merlin ! 

(Hark, the wind's on the heath at its game ! 

Oh for a noble falcon-lanner 

To flap each broad wing like a banner, 

And turn in the wind, and dance like flame ! ) 

Had they broached a cask of white beer from Berlin ! 

— Or if you incline to prescribe mere wine 

Put to his lips when they saw him pine, 

A cup of our own Moldavia fine, 

Cotnar, for instance, green as May sorrel, 

And ropy with sweet — we shall not quarrel. 

IV. 

So, at home, the sick tall yellow duchess 

Was left with the infant in her clutches, 

She being the daughter of God knows who : 

And now was the time to revisit her tribe, 

So, abroad and afar they went, the two, 

And let our people rail and gibe 

At the empty hall and extinguished fire, 

As loud as we liked, but ever in vain, 

Till after long years we had our desire, 

And back came the duke and his mother again. 
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v. 

And he came back the pertest little ape 
That ever affronted human shape ; 
Full of his travel, struck at himself! 
You'd say, he despised our bluff old ways 
—Not he ! For in Paris they told the elf 
That our rough north land was the Land of Lays, 
The one good thing left in evil days ; 
Since the mid-age was the heroic time, 
And only in wild nooks like ours 
Could you taste of it yet as in its prime, 
And see true castles with proper towers, 
Young-hearted women, old-minded men, 
And manners now as manners were then. 
So, all that the old dukes had been, without knowing it, 
This duke would fain know he was, without being it ; 
'Twas not for the joy's self, but the joy of his show- 
ing it, 

Nor for the pride's sel£ but the pride of our seeing it, 
He revived all usages thoroughly worn out, 
The souls of them fumed-forth, the hearts of them 
torn-out. 

And chief in the chase his neck he perilled, 
On a lathy horse, all legs and length, 
With blood for bone, all speed, no strength. 
— They should have set him on red Berold, 
With the red eye slow consuming in fire, 
And the thin stiff ear like an abbey spire ! 

VI. 

Well, such as he was, he must marry, we heard 
And out of a convent, at the word, 
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Came the lady, in time of spring. 

— Oh, old thoughts they cling, they cling ! 

That day, I know, with a dozen oaths 

I clad myself in thick hunting-clothes 

Fit for the chase of urox or buffle 

In winter-time when you need to muffle. 

But the duke had a mind we should cut a figure, 

And so we saw the lady arrive : 

My friend, I have seen a white crane bigger ! 

She was the smallest lady alive, 

Made, in a piece of Nature's madness, 

Too small, almost, for the life and gladness 

That over-filled her, as some hive 

Out of the bears' reach on the high trees 

Is crowded with its safe merry bees. 

In truth, she was not hard to please ! 

Up she looked, down she looked, round at the mead, 

Straight at the castle, that's best indeed 

To look at from outside the walls : 

As for us, styled the " serfs and thralls," 

She as much thanked me as if she had said it, 

(With her eyes, do you understand ? ) 

Because I patted her horse while I led it ; 

And Max, who rode on her other hand, 

Said, no bird flew past but she inquired 

What its true name was, nor ever seemed tired — 

If that was an eagle she saw hover, 

If the green and gray bird on the field was the plover. 

When suddenly appeared the duke : 

And as down she sprung, the small foot pointed 

On to my hand — as with a rebuke, 

And as if his back-bone were not jointed, 

The duke stepped rather aside than forward, 
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And welcomed her with his grandest smile ; 
And, mind you, his mother all the while 
Chilled in the rear, like a wind to nor'ward ; 
And up, like a weary yawn, with its pullies 
Went, in a shriek, the rusty portcullis. 
And like a glad sky the north wind sullies, 
The lady's face stopped its play, 
As if her first hair had grown grey — 
For such things must begin some one day ! 

VII. 

In a day or two she was well again ; 

As who should say, ** You labour in vain ! 

This is all a jest against God, who meant 

I should ever be, as I am, content 

And glad in His sight ; therefore, glad I will be 

So, smiling as at first went she. 

VIII. 

She was active, stirring, all fire — 

Could not rest, could not tire — 

To a stone she might have given life ! 

(I myself loved once, in my day) 

— For a shepherd's, miner's, huntsman's wife, 

(I had a wife, I know what I say) 

Never in all the world such an one ! 

And here was plenty to be done, 

And she that could do it, great or small, 

She was to do nothing at all. 

There was already this man in his post, 

This in his station, and that in his office, 

And the duke's scheme admitted a wife, at most, 

To meet his eye, with the other trophies, 
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Now outside the hall, now in it, 
To sit thus, stand thus, see and be seen, 
At the proper place in the proper minute, 
And die away the life between. 
And it was amusing enough, each infraction 
Of rule (but for after-sadness that came) — 
To hear the consummate self-satisfaction 
With which the young duke and the old dame 
Would let her advise, and criticise, 
And, being a fool, instruct the wise, 
And, child-like, parcel out praise or blame. 
They bore it all in complacent guise, 
As tho' an artificer, after contriving 
A wheel-work image as if it were living, 
Should find with delight it could motion to strike him ! 
So found the duke, and his mother like him : 
The lady hardly got a rebuff- 
That had not been contemptuous enough, 
With his cursed smirk, as he nodded applause, 
And kept off the old mother- cat's claws. 

IX. 

So, the little lady grew silent and thin, 

Paling and ever paling, 
As the way is with a hid chagrin ; 

And the duke perceived that she was ailing, 
And said in his heart, " 'Tis done to spite me, 
But I shall find in my power to right me ! " 
Don't swear, friend — the old one, many a year, 
Is in hell, and the duke's self . . . you shall hear. 
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x. 

Well, early in autumn, at first winter-warning, 
When the stag had to break with his foot, of a morning, 
A drinking-hole out of the fresh tender ice 
That covered the pond till the sun, in a trice, 
Loosening it, let out a ripple of gold, 
And another and another, and faster and faster, 
Till, dimpling to blindness, the wide water rolled, 
Then it so chanced that the duke our master 
Asked himself what were the pleasures in season, 
And found, since the calendar bade him be hearty, 
He should do the middle age no treason 
In resolving on a hunting-party. 
Always provided, old books showed the way of it ! 
What meant old poets by their strictures ? 
And when old poets had said their say of it, 
How taught old painters in their pictures ? 
We must revert to the proper channels, 
Workings in tapestry, paintings on pannels, 
And gather up woodcraft's authentic traditions. 
Here was food for our various ambitions, 
As on each case, exactly stated, 
— To encourage your dog, now, the properest chirrup, 
Or best prayer to St Hubert on mounting your 
stirrup — 

We of the household took thought and debated. 
Blessed was he whose back ached with the jerkin 
His sire was wont to do forest- work in ; 
Blesseder he who nobly sunk "ohs" 
And **ahs " while he tugged on his grandsire's trunk- 
hose. 

What signified hats if they had no rims on, 
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Each slouching before and behind like the scallop. 
And able to serve at sea for a shallop, 
Loaded with lacquer and looped with crimson? 
So that the deer now, to make a short rhyme on't, 
What with our venerers, prickers, and verderers, 
Might hope for real hunters at length, and not 
murderers]; 

And oh, the duke's tailor — he had a hot time on't ! 
XI. 

Now you must know, that when the first dizziness 
Of flap-hats and buff-coats and jack-boots subsided, 
The duke put this question, "The duke's part 
provided, 

Had not the duchess some share in the business?" 

For out of the mouth of two or three witnesses, 

Did he establish all fit-or-unfitnesses. 

And, after much laying of heads together, 

Somebody's cap got a notable feather 

By the announcement with proper unction 

That he had discovered the lady's function : 

Since ancient authors give this tenet, 

" When horns wind a mort and the deer is at siege, 

Let the dame of the castle prick forth on her jennet, 

And with water to wash the hands of her liege 

In a clean ewer with a fair toweling, 

Let her preside at the disemboweling." 

Now, my. friend, if you had so little religion 

As to catch a hawk, some falcon-lanner, 

And thrust her broad wings like a banner 

Into a coop for a vulgar pigeon ; 

And if day by day, and week by week, 

You cut her claws, and sealed her eyes, 
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And clipped her wings, and tied her beak, 
Would it cause you any great surprise 
If when you decided to give her an airing 
You found she needed a little preparing ? 
— I say, should you be such a curmudgeon, 
If she clung to the perch, as to take it in dudgeon ? 
Yet when the duke to his lady signified, 
Just a day before, as he judged most dignified, 
In what a pleasure she was to participate — 
And, instead of leaping wide in flashes, 
Her eyes just lifted their long lashes, 
As if pressed by fatigue even he could not dissipate, 
And duly acknowledged the duke's forethought, 
But spoke of her health, if her health were worth 
aught, 

Of the weight by day and the watch by night, 

And much wrong now that used to be right, 

So, thanking him, declined the hunting — 

Was conduct ever more affronting ? 

With all the ceremony settled — 

With the towel ready, and the sewer 

Polishing up his oldest ewer, 

And the jennet pitched upon, a piebald, 

Black-barred, cream-coated, and pink eye-balTd — 

No wonder if the duke was nettled ! 

And when she persisted nevertheless — 

Well, I suppose here's the time to confess 

That there ran half round our lady's chamber 

A balcony none of the hardest to clamber ; 

And that Jacynth the tire-woman, ready in waiting, 

Stayed in call outside, what need of relating ? 

And since Jacynth was like a June rose, why, a fervent 

Adorer of Jacynth, of course, was your servant ; 
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Whether they, weld you, for instance, a snaffle 

With side-bars never a brute can baffle ; 

Or a lock that's a puzzle of wards within wards ; 

Or, if your colt's fore-foot inclines to curve inwards, 

Horseshoes they'll hammer which turn on a swivel 

And won't allow the hoof to shrivel. 

Then they cast bells like the shell of the winkle, 

That keep a stout heart in the ram with their tinkle : 

But the sand — they pinch and pound it like otters ; 

Commend me to gipsy glass-makers and potters ! 

Glasses they'll blow you, crystal-clear, 

Where just a faint cloud of rose shall appear, 

As if in pure water you dropped and let die 

A bruised black-blooded mulberry ; 

And that other sort, their crowning pride, 

With long white threads distinct inside, 

Like the lake-flower's fibrous roots which dangle 

Loose such a length and never tangle, 

Where the bold sword-lily cuts the clear waters, 

And the cup-lily couches with all the white daughters. 

Such are the works they put their hand to; 

And the uses they turn and twist iron and sand to. 

And these made the troop which our duke saw sally 

Towards his castle from out of the valley, 

Men and women, like new-hatched spiders, 

Come out with the morning to greet our riders. 

And up they wound till they reached the ditch : 

Whereat all stopped save one, a witch, 

That I knew, as she hobbled from the group, 

By her gait, directly, and her stoop, 

I, whom Jacynth was used to importune 

To let that same witch tell us our fortune. 

The oldest gipsy then above ground ; 
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And, so sure as the autumn season came round, 
She paid us a visit for profit or pastime, 
And every time, as she swore, for the last time. 
And presently she was seen to sidle 
Up to the duke till she touched his bridle, 
So that the horse of a sudden reared up 
As under its nose the old witch peered up 
With worn-out eyes, or rather eye-holes 
Of no use now but to gather brine, 
And began a kind of level whine 
Such as they use to sing to their viols 
When their ditties they go grinding 
Up and down with nobody minding : 
And, then as of old, at the end of the humming 
Her usual presents were forthcoming 
— A dog-whistle blowing the fiercest of trebles, 
(Just a sea-shdre stone holding a dozen fine pebbles) 
Or a porcelain mouth-piece to screw on a pipe- end — 
And so she awaited her annual stipend. 
But this time, the duke would scarcely vouchsafe 
A word in reply ; and in vain she felt 
With twitching fingers at her belt 
For the purse of sleek pine-marten pelt, 
Ready to put what he gave in her pouch safe : 
Till, either to quicken his apprehension, 
Or possibly with an after-intention, 
She was come, she said, to pay her duty 
To the new duchess, the youthful beauty. 
No sooner had she named his lady, 
Than a shine lit up the face so shady, 
And its smirk returned with a novel meaning. 
For it struck him, the babe just wanted weaning ; 
If one gave her a taste of what life was and sorrow, 
F 
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She, foolish to-day, would be wiser to-morrow ; 

And who so fit a teacher of trouble 

As this sordid crone bent well nigh double ? 

So, glancing at her wolf-skin vesture, 

(If such it was, for they grow so hirsute 

That their own fleece serves as a natural fur-suit) 

He was contrasting, 'twas plain from his gesture, 

The life of the lady so flower-like and delicate 

With the loathsome squalor of this helicat. 

I, in brief, was the man the duke beckoned 

From out of the throng ; and while I drew near 

He told the crone, as I since have reckoned 

By the way he bent and spoke in her ear 

With circumspection and mystery, 

The main of the lady's history, 

Her frowardness and ingratitude : 

And, for all the crone's submissive attitude, 

I could see round her mouth the loose plaits tightening, 

And her brow with assenting intelligence brightening, 

As tho' she engaged with hearty good will 

Whatever he now might enjoin to fulfil, 

And promised the lady a thorough frightening. 

And so, just giving her a glimpse 

Of a purse, with the air of a man who imps 

The wing of the hawk that shall fetch the hernshaw, 

He bade me take the gipsy mother 

And set her telling some story or other 

Of hill or dale, oak-wood or fernshaw, 

To wile away a weary hour 

For the lady left alone in her bower, 

Whose mind and body craved exertion 

And yet shrank from all better diversion. 
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Then clapping heel to his horse, the mere curveter, 
Out rode the duke, and after his hollo 
Horses and hounds swept, huntsman and servitor, 
And back I turned and bade the crone follow. 
And what makes me confident what's to be told you 
Had all along been of this crone's devising, 
Is, that, on looking round sharply, behold you, 
There was a novelty quick as surprising. 
For first, she had shot up a full head in stature, 
And her step kept pace with mine nor faltered, 
As if age had foregone its usurpature, 
And the ignoble mien was wholly altered, 
And the face looked quite of another nature, 
And the change reached too, whatever the change 
meant, 

Her shaggy wolf-skin cloak's arrangement : 
For where its tatters hung loose like sedges, 
Gold coins were glittering on the edges, 
Like the band-roll strung with tomans 
Which proves the veil a Persian woman's : 
And under her brow, like a snail's horns newly 
Come out as, after the rain, he paces, 
Two unmistakeable eye-points duly 
Live and aware looked out of their places. 
So we went and found Jacynth at the entry 
Of the lady's chamber standing sentry ; 
I told the command and produced my companion, 
And Jacynth rejoiced to admit any one, 
For since last night, by the same token, 
Not a single word had the lady spoken : 
F 2 
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So they went in both to the presence together, 
While I in the balcony watched the weather. 

XV. 

And now, what took place at the very first of all, 

I cannot tell, as I never could learn it : 

Jacynth constantly wished a curse to fall 

On that little head of hers and burn it, 

If she knew how she came to drop so soundly 

Asleep of a sudden and there continue 

The whole time sleeping as profoundly 

As one of the boars my father would pin you 

'Twixt the eyes where the life holds garrison, 

— Jacynth forgive me the comparison ! 

But where I begin my own narration 

Is a little after I took my station 

To breathe the fresh air from the balcony, 

And (having in those days a falcon eye) 

To follow the hunt thro' the open country, 

From where the bushes thinlier crested 

The hillocks, to a plain where's not one tree. 

When in a moment my ear was arested 

By — was it singing, or was it saying, 

Or a strange musical instrument playing 

In the chamber ? — and to be certain 

I pushed the lattice, pulled the curtain, 

And there lay Jacynth asleep, 

Yet as if a watch she tried to keep, 

In a rosy sleep along the floor 

With her head against the door ; 

While in the midst, on the seat of state, 

Like a queen the gipsy woman sate, 

With head and face downbent 
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On the lady's head and face intent ; 
For, coiled at her feet like a child at ease, 
The lady sat between her knees 
And o'er them the lady's clasped hands met, 
And on those hands her chin was set, 
And her upturned face met the face of the crone 
Wherein the eyes had grown and grown 
As if she could double and quadruple 
At pleasure the play of either pupil 
— Very like by her hands slow fanning, 
As up and down like a gor-crow's flappers 
They moved to measure like bell- clappers. 
I said, is it blessing, is it banning, 
Do they applaud you or burlesque you, 
Those hands and fingers with no flesh on ? 
When, just as I thought to spring in to the rescue, 
At once I was stopped by the lady's expression ; 
For it was life her eyes were drinking 
From the crone's wide pair above unwinking, 
Life's pure fire received without shrinking, 
Into the heart and breast whdse heaving 
Told you no single drop they were leaving — 
Life, that filling her, passed redundant 
Into her very hair, back swerving 
Over each shoulder, loose and abundant, 
As her head thrown back showed the white throat 
curving, 

And the very tresses shared in the pleasure, 

Moving to the mystic measure, 

Bounding as the bosom bounded. 

I stopped short, more and more confounded, 

As still her cheeks burned and eyes glistened, 

As she listened and she listened : 
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When all at once a hand detained me, 
And the selfsame contagion gained me, 
My heart kept time to the wondrous chime, 
I made out words and prose and rhyme, 
Till it seemed that the music furled 
Its wings like a task fulfilled, and dropped 
From under the words it first had propped, 
And left them midway in the world, 
And word took word as hand takes hand, 
I could hear at last and understand, 
And when I held the unbroken thread, 
The gipsy said : — 

" And so at last we find my tribe, 

And so I set thee in the midst, 

And to one and all of them describe 

What thou saidst and what thou didst, 

Our long and terrible journey thro', 

And all thou art ready to say and do 

In the trials that remain : 

I trace them the vein and the other vein 

That meet on thy brow and part again, 

Making our rapid mystic mark ; 

And I bid my people prove and probe 

Each eye's profound and glorious globe 

Till they detect the kindred spark 

In those depths so dear and dark, 

Like the spots that snap, and burst, and flee, 

Circling over the midnight sea. 

And on that young round cheek of thine 

I make them recognise the tinge, 

As when of the costly scarlet wine 

They drip so much as will impinge 
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And spread in a thinnest scale afloat 

One thick gold drop from the olive's coat 

Over a silver plate whose sheen 

Still thro* the mixture shall be seen. 

For, so I prove thee, to one and all, 

Fit, when my people ope their breast, 

To see the sign, and hear the call, 

To take the vow, and stand the test 

Which adds one more child to the rest, 

When the breast is bare and the arms are wide, 

And the world is left outside. 

For there is probation to decree, 

And many and long must the trials be 

Thou shalt victoriously endure, 

If that brow is true and those eyes are sure ; 

Like a jewel-finder's fierce assay 

Of the prize he dug from its mountain tomb, — 

Let once the vindicating ray 

Leap out amid the anxious gloom, 

And steel and fire have done their part 

And the prize falls on its finder's heart; 

So, trial after trial past, 

Wilt thou fall at the very last 

Breathless, half in trance 

With the thrill of the great deliverance, 

Into our arms for evermore ; 

And thou shalt know, those arms once curled 

About thee, what we knew before, 

How love is the only good in the world. 

Henceforth be loved as heart can love, 

Or brain devise, or hand approve ! 

Stand up, look below, 

It is our life at thy feet we throw 



72 



Dramatic Lyrics, 



To step with into light and joy ; 

Not a power of life but we'll employ 

To satisfy thy nature's want; 

Art thou the tree that props the plant, 

Or the climbing-plant that seeks the tree ? 

Canst thou help us, must we help thee ? — 

If any two creatures grew into one, 

They would do more than the world has done ; 

Tho' each apart were never so weak, 

Yet vainly thro* the world should ye seek 

For the knowledge and the might 

Which in such union grew their right ; 

So, to approach, at least, that end, 

And blend, — as much as may be, blend 

Thee with us or us with thee, 

As climbing-plant or propping-tree, 

Shall some one deck thee, over and down, 

Up and about, with blossoms and leaves, 

Fix his heart's fruit for thy garland-crown, 

Cling with his soul as the gourd-vine cleaves, 

Die on thy boughs and disappear 

While not a leaf of thine is sere ? 

Or is the other fate in store, 

And art thou fitted to adore, 

To give thy wondrous self away, 

And take a stronger nature's sway ? 

I foresee and I could foretell 

Thy future portion, sure and well — 

But those passionate eyes speak true, speak true, 

And let them say what thou shalt do ! 

Only, be sure thy daily life, 

In its peace, or in its strife, 

Never shall be unobserved ; 
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We pursue thy whole career, 

And hope for it, or doubt, or fear, — 

Lo, hast thou kept thy path or swerved, 

We are beside thee, in all thy ways, 

With our blame, with our praise, 

Our shame to feel, our pride to show, 

Glad, angry — but indifferent, no ! 

Whether it is thy lot to go, 

For the good of us all, where the haters meet 

In the crowded city's horrible street ; 

Or thou step alone thro' the morass 

Where never sound yet was 

Save the dry quick clap of the stork's bill, 

For the air is still, and the water still, 

When the blue breast of the dipping coot 

Dives under, and all again is mute. 

So at the last shall come old age, 

Decrepit as befits that stage ; 

How else wouldst thou retire apart 

With the hoarded memories of thy heart, 

And gather all to the very least 

Of the fragments of life's earlier feast, 

Let fall through eagerness to find 

The crowning dainties yet behind ? 

Ponder on the entire past 

Laid together thus at last, 

When the twilight helps to fuse 

The first fresh, with the faded hues, 

And the outline of "the whole, 

As round eve's shades their framework roll, 

Grandly fronts for once thy soul : 

And then as, 'mid the dark, a gleam 

Of yet another morning breaks, 
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And like the hand which ends a dream, 
Death, with the might of his sunbeam 
Touches the flesh and the soul awakes, 
Then—" 

Ay, then, indeed, something would happen ! 
But what ? For here her voice changed like a bird's ; 
There grew more of the music and less of the words ; 
Had Jacynth only been by me to clap pen 
To paper and put you down every syllable, 
With those clever clerkly fingers, 
All that Fve forgotten as well as what lingers 
In this old brain of mine that's but ill able 
To give you even this poor version 
Of the speech I spoil, as if were, with stammering 
— More fault of those who had the hammering 
Of prosody into me and syntax, 
And did it, not with hobnails but tintacks ! 
But to return from this excursion, — 
Just, do you mark, when the song was sweetest, 
The peace most deep and the charm completest, 
There came, shall I say, a snap — 
And the charm vanished ! 
And my sense returned, so strangely banished, 
And, starting as from a nap, 
I knew the crone was bewitching my lady, 
With Jacynth asleep ; and but one spring made I, 
Down from the casement, round to the portal, 
Another minute and I had entered, — 
When the door opened, and more* than mortal 
Stood, with a face where to my mind centred 
All beauties I ever saw or shall see,* 
The duchess : I stopped as if struck by palsy. 
She was so different, happy and beautiful, 
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I felt at once that all was best, 

And that I had nothing to do, for the rest, 

But wait her commands, obey and be dutiful 

Not that, in fact, there was any commanding, 

— I saw the glory of her eye, 

And the brow's height and the breast's expanding, 

And I was hers to live or to die. 

As for finding what she wanted, 

You know God Almighty granted 

Such little signs should serve his wild creatures 

To tell one another all their desires, 

So that each knows what its friend requires, 

And does its bidding without teachers. 

I preceded her ; the crone 

Followed silent and alone ; 

I spoke to her, but she merely jabbered 

In the old style ; both her eyes had slunk 

Back to their pits ; her stature shrunk ; 

In short, the soul in its body sunk 

Like a blade sent home to its scabbard. 

We descended, I preceding ; 

Crossed the court with nobody heeding ; 

All the world was at the chase, 

The court -yard like a desert-place, 

The stable emptied of its small fry ; 

I saddled myself the very palfrey 

I remember patting while it carried her, 

The day. she arrived and the duke married her. 

And, do you know, though it's easy deceiving 

Oneself in such matters, I can't help believing 

The lady had not forgotten it either, 

And knew the poor devil so much beneath her 

Would have been only too glad for her service 
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To dance on hot ploughshares like a Turk dervise, 

But unable to pay proper duty where owing it 

Was reduced to that pitiful method of showing it : 

For though, the moment I began setting 

His saddle on my own nag of Berold's begetting, 

(Not that I meant to be obtrusive) 

She stopped me, while his rug was shifting, 

By a single rapid finger's lifting, 

And, with a gesture kind but conclusive, 

And a little shake of the head, refused me — 

I say, although she never used me, 

Yet when she was mounted, the gipsy behind her, 

And I ventured to remind her, 

I suppose with a voice of less steadiness 

Than usual, for my feeling exceeded me, 

— Something to the effect that I was in readiness 

Whenever God should please she needed me — 

Then, do you know her face looked down on me 

With a look that placed a crown on me, 

And she felt it in her bosom — mark, her bosom — 

And, as a flower-tree drops its blossom, 

Dropped me . . ah, had it been a purse 

Of silver, my friend, or gold that's worse, 

Why, you see, as soon as I found myself 

So understood — that a true heart so may gain 

Such a reward — I should have gone home again, 

Kissed Jacynth, and soberly drowned myself ! 

It was a little plait of hair 

Such as friends in a convent make 

To wear each for the other's sake — 

This, see, which at my breast I bear, 

Ever did (rather to Jacynth's grudgment), 

And ever shall, till the Day of Judgment. 
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And then — and then — to cut short — this is idle, 
These are feelings it is not good to foster — 
I pushed the gate wide, she shook the bridle, 
And her palfrey bounded — and so we lost her ! 

XVI. 

When the liquor's out, why clink the cannakin ? 
I did think to describe you the panic in 
The redoubtable breast of our master the mannikin, 
And what was the pitch of his mother's yellowness, 
How she turned as a shark to snap the spare-rib 
Clean off, sailors say, from the pearl-diving Carib, 
When she heard, what she called, the flight of the 

feloness — 
But it seems such child's play 
What they said or did, with the lady away ! 
And to dance on, when we've lost the music, 
Always made me — and no doubt makes you — sick. 
Nay, to my mind, the world's face looked so stem 
As that sweet form disappeared thro' the postern, 
She that kept it in constant good humour, 
It ought to have stopped ; there seemed nothing to do 

more. 

But the world thought otherwise and went on, 
And my head's one that its spite was spent on : 
Thirty years are fled since that morning, 
And with them all my head's adorning. 
Nor did the old duchess die outright, 
As you expect, of suppressed spite, 
The natural end of every adder 
Not suffered to empty its poison-bladder : 
But she and her son agreed, I take it, 
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That no one should touch on the story to wake it, 

For the wound in the duke's pride rankled fiery, 

So they made no search and small inquiry— 

And when fresh gipsies have paid us a visit, I've 

Noticed the couple were never inquisitive, 

But told them they're folks the duke don't want here 

And bade them make haste and cross the frontier. 

Brief, the duchess was gone and the duke was glad of 

And the old one came in the young one's stead, 

And took, in her place, the household's head, 

And a blessed time the household had of it ! 

And were I not, as a man may say, cautious 

How I trench, more than needs, on the nauseous, 

I could favour you with sundry touches 

Of the paint-smutches with which the duchess 

Heightened the mellowness of her cheek's yellowness 

(To get on faster) until at last her 

Skin grew to be one master-plaster 

Of mucus and fucus from mere use of ceruse, 

And in short she grew from scalp to udder 

Just the object to make you shudder ! 



XVII. 

You're my friend — 

"What a thing friendship is, world without end ! 
How it gives the heart and soul a stir-up, 
As if somebody broached you a glorious runlet, 
And poured out all lovelily, sparklingly, sunlit, 
Our green Moldavia, the streaky syrup, 
Cotnar as old as the time of the Druids ! 
Friendship's as good as that monarch of fluids 
To supple a dry brain, fill you its ins-and-outs — 
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Gives your life's hour-glass a shake when the thin 
sand doubts 

Whether to run on or stop short, and guarantees 
Age is not all made of stark sloth and arrant ease ! 
I have seen my little lady once more, 
Jacynth, the gipsy, Berold, and the rest of it, 
For to me spoke the duke, as I told you before ; 
I always wanted to make a clean breast of it, 
And now it is made — why, my heart' s-blood, that 

went trickle, 
Trickle, but anon, in such muddy driblets, 
Is pumped up brisk now, thro' the main ventricle, 
And genially floats me about the giblets ! 
I'll tell you what I intend to do : 
I must see this fellow his sad life thro' 
— He is our duke after all, 
And I, as he says, but a serf and thrall ; 
My father was born here and I inherit 
His fame, a chain he bound his son with — 
Could I pay in a lump I should prefer it, 
But there's no mine to blow up and get done with, 
So I must stay till the end of the chapter : 
For, as to our middle-age-manners-adapter, 
Be it a thing to be glad on or sorry on, 
One day or other, his head in a morion, 
And breast in a hauberk, his heels he'll kick up 
Slain by some onslaught fierce of hiccup. 
And then, when red doth the sword of our duke rust, 
And its leathern sheath lie o'ergrown with a blue 
crust, 

Then I shall scrape together my earnings ; 
For, you see, in the churchyard Jacynth reposes, 
And our children all went the way of the roses. 
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Its a long lane that knows no turnings. 
One needs ltot little tackle to travel in, 
So, just one stout cloak shall I indue, 
And for a staff, what beats the javelin 
With which his boars my father pinned you ? 
And then, for a purpose you shall hear presently, 
Taking some Cotnar, a tight plump skinful, 
I shall go journeying, who but I, pleasantly ? 
Sorrow is vain and despondency sinful. 
What's a man's age ? He must hurry more, that's all ; 
Cram in a day, what his youth took a year to hold ; 
When we mind labour, then only, we're too old ; 
What age had Methusalem when he begat Saul ? 
And at last, as its haven some buffeted ship sees, 
(Come all the way from the north-parts with sperm 
oil,) 

I shall get safely out of the turmoil 
And arrive one day at the land of the gipsies, 
And find my lady, or hear the last news of her 
From some old thief and son of Lucifer, 
His forehead chapleted green with wreathy hop, 
Sunburned all over like an ^Ethiop : 
And when my Cotnar begins to operate 
And the tongue of the rogue to run at a proper rate, 
And our wine-skin, tight once, shows each flaccid 
dent, 

I shall drop in with — as if by accident — 

"You never knew then, how it all ended, 

What fortunes good or bad attended 

The little lady your queen befriended ?" 

— And when that's told me, what's remaining ? 

This world's too hard for my explaining. 

The same wise judge of matters equine , 
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Who still preferred some slim four-year-old 
To the big-boned stock of mighty Berold, 
And for strong Cotnar drank French weak wine, 
He also must be such a lady's scorner ! 
Smooth Jacob still robs homely Esau : 
Now up, now down, the world's one see-saw. 
— So I shall find out some snug corner 
Under a hedge, like Orson the wood-knight, 
Turn myself round and bid the world good-night ; 
And sleep a sound sleep till the trumpet's blowing 
Wakes me (unless priests cheat us laymen) 
To a world where will be no further throwing 
Pearls before swine that can't value them. Amen. 



EARTH'S IMMORTALITIES. 

FAME. 

See, as the prettiest graves will do in time, 
Our poet's wants the freshness of its prime ; 
Spite of the sexton's browsing horse, the sods 
Have struggled thro' its binding osier-rods ; 
Headstone and half-sunk foot-stone lean awry, 
Wanting the brick-work promised by and by : 
How the minute grey lichens, plate o'er plate, 
Have softened down the crisp-cut name and date ! 
G 
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LOVE. 

So, the year's done with 
{Love me for ever! 

All March begun with, 
April's endeavour ; 

May- wreaths that bound me 
June needs must sever ; 

Now snows fall round me, 
Quenching June's fever — 
(Love me for evert ) 



7 HE BOY AND THE ANGEL. 

Morning, evening, noon and night, 
" Praise God," sang Theocrite : 

Then to his poor trade he turned, 
By which the daily meal was earned. 

Hard he laboured, long and well ; 
O'er his work the boy's curls fell ; 

But ever, at each period, 

He stopped and sang, "Praise God : " 

Then back again his curls he threw, 
And cheerful turned to work anew. 

Said Blaise, the listening monk, " Well done ! 
I doubt not thou art heard, my son : 
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4< As well as if thy voice to-day 

Were praising God, the Pope's great way. 

"This Easter-day, the Pope at Rome 
Praises God from Peter's Dome." 

Said Theocrite, " Would God that I 
Might praise him that great way, and die ! " 

Night passed, day shone, 
And Theocrite was gone. 

With God a day endures alway, 
A thousand years are but a day. 

God said in heaven, " Nor day nor night 
Now brings the voice of my delight" 

Then Gabriel, like a rainbow's birth, 
Spread his wings, and sank to earth ; 

Entered in flesh the empty cell, 

Lived there, and played the craftsman well ; 

And morning, evening, noon and night, 
Praised God in place of Theocrite. 

And from a boy to youth he grew : 
The man put off the stripling's hue : 

The man matured and fell away 
Into the season of decay : 

But ever o'er the trade he bent, 
And ever lived on earth content 

(He did God's will ; to him, all one 
If on the earth or o'er the sun.) 

God said, " A praise is in mine ear ; 
There is no doubt in it, no fear : 
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" So sing old worlds, and so 

New worlds that from my footstool go. 

" Clearer loves sound other ways : 
I miss my little human praise." 

Then forth sprang Gabriel's wings, off fell 
The flesh disguise, remained the cell. 

'Twas Easter-day : he flew to Rome, 
And paused above Saint Peter's Dome. 

In the tiring-room close by 
The great outer gallery, 

With his holy vestments dight, 
Stood the new Pope, Theocrite : 

And all his past career 
Came back upon him clear, 

Since when, a boy, he plied his trade, 
Till on his life the sickness weighed ; 

And in his cell, when death drew near, * 
An angel in a dream brought cheer : 

And rising from the sickness drear 
He grew a priest, and now stood here. 

To the East with praise he turned, 
And on his sight the angel burned. 

" I bore thee from thy craftsman's cell, 
And set thee here ; I did not well. 

" Vainly I left my angel's-sphere, 
Vain was thy dream of many a year. 

" Thy voice's praise seemed weak: it dropped- 
Creation's chorus stopped ! 
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" Go back and praise again 
The early way, while I remain. 

" With that weak voice, of our disdain, 
Take up Creation's pausing strain. 

** Back to the cell and poor employ : 
Return the craftsman and the boy ! " 

Theocrite grew old at home ; 

A new Pope dwelt in Peter's Dome. 

One vanished as the other died : 
They sought God side by side. 



MEETING AT NIGHT 
I. 

The grey sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and low ; 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 
As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quence its speed in the slushy sand, 

II. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach ; 
Three fields to cross till a farm appears ; 
A tap at a pane, the quick sharp scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match, 
And a voice less loud, thro' its joys and fears, 
Than the two hearts beating each to each ! 



86 



Dramatic Lyrics. 



PAR Tim AT MORNING. 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea, 
And the sun looked over the mountain's rim : 
And straight was a path of gold for him, 
And the need of a world of men for me. 



THE GLOVE. 

(PETER RONSARD loquitur.) 

" Heigho," yawned one day King Francis, 

" Distance all value enhances ! 

When a man's busy, why, leisure 

Strikes him as wonderful pleasure ; 

'Faith, and at leisure once is he? 

Straightway he wants to be busy. 

Here we've got peace ; and aghast I'm 

Caught thinking war the true pastime : 

Is there a reason in metre ? 

Give us your speech, master Peter ! * 

I who, if mortal dare say so, 

Ne'er am at loss with my Naso, 

" Sire," I replied, "joys prove cloudlets : 

Man is the merest Lrion " — 

Here the King whistled aloud, " Let's 

o ... go look at our lion I " 
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Such are the sorrowful chances 
If you talk fine to King Francis. 

And so, to the courtyard proceeding, 

Our company, Francis was leading, 

Increased by new followers tenfold 

Before he arrived at the penfold ; 

Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen 

At sunset the western horizon : 

And Sir De Lorge pressed 'mid the foremost 

With the dame he professed to adore most — 

Oh, what a face ! One by fits eyed 

Her, and the horrible pitside ; 

For the penfold surrounded a hollow 

Which led where the eye scarce dared follow, 

And shelved to the chamber secluded 

Where Bluebeard, the great lion, brooded. 

The king hailed his keeper, an Arab 

As glossy and black as a scarab, 

And bade him make sport and at once stir 

Up and out of his den the old monster. 

They opened a hole in the wire-work 

A cross it, and dropped there a firework, 

And fled ; one's heart's beating redoubled ; 

A pause, while the pit's mouth was troubled, 

The blackness and silence so utter, 

By the firework's slow sparkling and sputter ; 

Then earth in a sudden contortion 

Gave out to our gaze her abortion. 

Such a brute ! Were I friend Clement Marot 

(Whose experience of nature's but narrow, 

And whose faculties move in no small mist 

When he versifies David the Psalmist) 
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I should study that brute to describe you 
Ilium Juda Leonem de Tribu I 
One's whole blood grew curdling and creepy 
To see the black mane, vast and heapy, 
The tail in the air stiff and straining, 
The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning, 
As over the barrier which bounded 
His platform, and us who surrounded 
The barrier, they reached and they rested 
On the space that might stand him in best stead ; 
For who knew, he thought, what the amazement, 
The eruption of clatter and blaze meant, 
And if, in this minute of wonder, 
No outlet, 'mid lightning and thunder, 
Lay broad, and, his shackles all shivered, 
The lion at last was delivered ? 
Ay, that was the open sky o'erhead ! 
And you saw by the flash on his forehead, 
By the hope in those eyes wide and steady, 
He was leagues in the desert already, 
Driving the flocks up the mountain, 
Or catlike couched hard by the fountain 
To waylay the date-gathering negress : 
So guarded he entrance or egress. 
" How he stands ! " quoth the king : "we may well 
swear, 

(No novice, we've won our spurs elsewhere, 

And so can afford the confession, ) 

We exercise wholesome discretion 

In keeping aloof from his threshold ; 

Once hold you, those jaws want no fresh hold, 

Their first would too pleasantly purloin 

The visitor's brisket or surloin : 
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But who's he would prove so fool-hardy ? 
Not the best man of Marignan, pardie ! " 

The sentence no sooner was uttered, 
Than over the rails a glove fluttered, 
Fell close to the lion, and rested : 
The dame 'twas, who flung it and jested 
With life so, De Lorge had been wooing 
For months past ; he sat there pursuing 
His suit, weighing out with nonchalance 
Fine speeches like gold from a balance. 

Sound the trumpet, no true knight's a tamer ! 
De Lorge made one leap at the barrier, 
Walked straight to the glove — while the lion 
Ne'er moved, kept his far-reaching eye on 
The palm-tree-edged desert-spring*s sapphire, 
And the musky oiled skin of the Kaffir — 
Picked it up, and as calmly retreated, 
Leaped back where the lady was seated, 
And full in the face of its owner 
Flung the glove. 

" Your heart's queen, you dethrone her ? 
So should I" — cried the king — " 'twas mere vanity, 
Not love, set that task to humanity ! " 
Lords and ladies alike turned with loathing 
From such a proved wolf in sheep's clothing. 

Not so, I ; for I caught an expression 
In her brow's undisturbed self-possession 
Amid the Court's scoffing and merriment — 
As if from no pleasing experiment 



go Dramatic Lyrics, 

She rose, yet of pain not much heedful 
So long as the process was needful— 
As if she had tried in a crucible, 
To what "speeches like gold" were reducible, 
And, finding the finest prove copper, 
Felt smoke in her face was but proper ; 
To know what she had not to trust to, 
Was worth all the ashes, and dust too. 
She went out 'mid hooting and laughter ; 
Clement Marot stayed ; I followed after, 
And asked, as a grace, what it all meant — 
If she wished not the rash deed's recalment ? 
** For I "—so I spoke — *' am a poet : 
Human nature — behoves that I know it ! " 

She told me, " Too long had I heard 

Of the deed proved alone by the word : 

For my love — what De Lorge would not dare ! 

With my scorn — what De Lorge could compare ! 

And the endless descriptions of death 

He would brave when my lip formed a breath, 

I must reckon as braved, or, of course, 

Doubt his word — and mpreover, perforce, 

For such gifts as no lady could spurn, 

Must offer my love in return. 

When I looked on your lion, it brought 

All the dangers at once to my thought, 

Encountered by all sorts of men, 

Before he was lodged in his den — 

From the poor slave whose club or bare hands 

Dug the trap, set the snare on the sands, 

With no king and no court to applaud, 

By no shame, should he shrink, overawed, 
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Yet to capture the creature made shift. 
That his rude boys might laugh at the gift — 
To the page who last leaped o'er the fence 
Of the pit, on no greater pretence 
Than to get back the bonnet he dropped, 
Lest his pay for a week should be stopped : 
So, wiser I judged it to make 
One trial what * death for my sake ' 
Really meant, while the power was yet mine, 
Than to wait until time should define 
Such a phrase not so simply as I, 
Who took it to mean just 'to die.* 
The blow a glove gives is but weak — 
Does the mark yet discolour my cheek ? 
But when the heart suffers a blow, 
Will the pain pass so soon, do you know ? n 

I looked, as away she was sweeping, 
And saw a youth eagerly keeping 
As close as he dared to the doorway r 
No doubt that a noble should more weigh 
His life than befits a plebeian ; 
And yet, had our brute been Nemean — 
(I judge by a certain calm fervor 
The youth stepped with, forward to serve her) 
— He'd have scarce thought you did him the worst 
turn 

If you whispered, "Friend, what you'd get, first 
earn!" 

And when, shortly after, she carried 
Her shame from the court, and they married, 
To that marriage some happiness, maugre 
The voice of the court, I dared augur. 
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For De Lorge, he made women with men vie, 
Those in wonder and praise, these in envy ; 
And in short stood so plain a head taller 
That he wooed and won . . . How do you call her 
The beauty, that rose in the sequel 
To the king's love, who loved her a week well : 
And 'twas noticed he never would honour 
De Lorge (who looked daggers upon her) 
With the easy commission of stretching 
His legs in the service, and fetching 
His wife, from her chamber, those straying 
Sad gloves she was always mislaying, 
While the king took the closet to chat in — < 
But of course this adventure came pat in ; 
And never the king told the story 
How bringing a glove brought such glory, 
But the wife smiled — " His nerves are grown firmer- 
Mine he brings now and utters no murmur ! " 

Venienti occurrite morbo / 

With which moral I drop my theorbo. 
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PARACELSUS ASPIRES AND IS WARNED. 

FKSTUS MICHAL AND PARACELSUS AT WURTZBURG, 1512. 

Fest. Presume not to serve God apart from such 
Appointed channel as he wills shall gather 
Imperfect tributes, for that sole obedience 
Valued, perchance. He seeks not that His altars 
Blaze, careless how, so that they do but blaze. 
Suppose, this, then ; that God selected you 
To know (heed well your answers, for my faith 
Shall meet implicitly what they affirm), 
I cannot think you dare annex to such 
Selection aught beyond a steadfast will, 
An intense hope, nor let your gifts create 
Scorn or neglect of ordinary means 
Conducive to success, make destiny 
Dispense with man's endeavour. Now, dare you sear 
Your inmost heart, and candidly avow 
Whether you have not rather wild desire 
For this distinction, than security 
Of its existence ? whether you discern 
The path to the fulfilment of your purpose 
Clear as that purpose — and again, that purpose 
Clear as your yearning to be singled out 
For its pursuer ? Dare you answer this ? 
Par. {After a pause. ) No, I have nought to fear ! 
Who will may know 
The secret'st workings of my soul. What though 
It be so ? — if indeed the strong desire 
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Eclipse the aim in me ? — if splendour break 

Upon the outset of my path alone, 

And duskest shade succeed ? What fairer seal 

Shall I require to my authentic mission 

Than this fierce energy ? — this instinct striving 

Because its nature is to strive ? — enticed 

By the security of no broad course, 

Without success forever in its eyes ! 

How know I else such glorious fate my own, 

But in the restless irresistible force 

That works within me ? Is it for human will 

To institute such impulses ? — still less, 

To disregard their promptings ? What should I 

Do, kept among you all ; your loves, your cares, 

Your life — all to be mine ? Be sure that God 

Ne'er dooms to waste the strength He deigns impart ! 

Ask the gier-eagle why she stoops at once 

Into the vast and unexplored abyss, 

What full-grown power informs her from the first 

Why she not marvels, strenuously beating 

The silent boundless regions of the sky ! 

Be sure they sleep not whom God needs ! Nor fear 

Their holding light His charge, when every hour 

That finds that charge delayed, is a new death. 

This for the faith in which I trust ; and hence 

I can abjure so well the idle arts 

These pedants strive to learn and teach ; Black Arts, 

Great Works, the Secret and Sublime, forsooth — 

Let others prize : too intimate a tie 

Connects me with our God ! A sullen fiend 

To do my bidding, fallen and hateful sprites 

To help me — what are these, at best, beside ' 

God helping, God directing everywhere, 
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So that the earth shall yield her secrets up, 
And every object there be charged to strike, 
Teach, gratify her master, God appoints ? 
And I am young, my Festus, happy and free ! 
I can devote myself ; I have a life 
To give ; I, singled out for this, the One ! 
Think, think; the wide East, where old wisdom 
sprung ; 

The bright South, where she dwelt ; the hopeful North, 
All are passed o'er — it lights on me ! 'Tis time - 
New hopes should animate the world, new light 
Should dawn from new revealings to a race 
Weighed down so long, forgotten so long ; so shall 
The heaven reserved for us, at last receive 
Creatures whom no unwonted splendours blind, 
But ardent to confront the unclouded blaze 
Whose beams not seldom blessed their pilgrimage, 
Not seldom glorified their life below. 
Fest. My words have their old fate, and make faint 
stand 

Against your glowing periods. Call this, truth — 

Why not pursue it in a fast retreat, 

Some one of Learning's many palaces, 

After approved example ; seeking there 

Calm converse with the great dead, soul to soul, 

Who laid up treasure with the like intent ? 

— So lift yourself into their airy place, 

And fill out full their unfulfilled careers, 

Unravelling the knots their baffled skill 

Pronounced inextricable, true ! — but left 

Far less confused ? A fresh eye, a fresh hand 

Might do much at their vigour's waning-point ; 

Succeeding with new-breathed and earnest force, 
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As at old games a runner snatched the torch 

From runner still : thiftway success might be. 

But you have coupled with your enterprise, 

An arbitrary self-repugnant scheme 

Of seeking it in strange and untried paths. 

What books are in the desert ? writes the sea 

The secret of her yearning in vast caves 

Where yours will fall the first of human feet ? 

Has Wisdom sate there and recorded aught 

You press to read ? Why turn aside from her 

To visit, where her vesture never glanced, 

Now — solitudes consigned to barrenness 

By God's decree, which who shall dare impugn ? 

Now — ruins where she paused but would not stay, 

Old ravaged cities that, renouncing her, 

She called an endless curse on, so it came — 

Or, worst of all, now — men you visit, men, 

Ignoblest troops that never heard her voice, 

Or hate it, men without one gift from Rome 

Or Athens — these shall Aureole's teachers be ! 

Rejecting past example, practice, precept, 

Aidless 'mid these he thinks to stand alone : 

Thick like a glory round the Stagirite 

Your rivals throng, the sages : here stand you ! 

Whate'er you may protest, knowledge is not 

Paramount in your love, or for her sake 

You would collect all help from every source : 

Rival or helper, friend, foe, all would merge 

In the broad class of those who showed her haunts, 

And those who showed them not. 

Par. What shall I say ? 

Festus, from childhood I have been possessed 
By a fire — by a true fire, or faint or fierce, 
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As from without some master, so it seemed, 
Repressed or urged its current J this but ill 
Expresses what I would convey : but rather 
I will believe an angel ruled me thus 
Than that my soul's own workings, own high nature, 
So became manifest I knew not then 
What whispered in the evening, and spoke out, 
At midnight If some mortal, born too soon, 
Were laid away in some great trance^-the ages 
Coming and going all the while — till dawned 
His true time's advent, and could then record 
The words they spoke who kept watch by his bed^i 
Then I might tell more of the breath so light 
Upon my eyelids, and the fingers warm 
Among my hair. Youth is confused ; yet never 
So dull was I but, when that spirit passed, 
I turned to him scarce consciously, as turns 
A water-snake when fairies cross his sleep. 
And having this within me and about me 
While Einsiedeln, its mountains, lakes, and woods 
Confined me — what oppressive joy was mine 
When life grew plain, and I first viewed the thronged^ 
The everlasting concourse of mankind ! 
Believe that ere I joined them — ere I knew 
The purpose of the pageant, or the place 
Consigned to me within its ranks — while yet 
Wonder was freshest and delight most pure — 
'Twas then that least supportable appeared 
A station with the brightest of the crowd, 
A portion with the proudest of them all ! 
And from the tumult in my breast, this only 
Could I collect — that I must thenceforth die, 
Or elevate myself far, far above " 
H 
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The gorgeous spectacle. I seemed to long 

At once to trample on> yet save mankind— 

To make some unexampled sacrifice 

In their behalf— fto wring some wondrous good 

From heaven or earth for them— to perish, winning 

Eternal weal in the act, as who should dare 

Pluck out the angry thunder from its cloud* 

That, all its gathered flame discharged on him, 

No storm might threaten summer's azure sleep : 

Yet never to be mixed with men so much 

As to have part even in my own work, share 

In my own largess. Once the feat achieved, 

t would withdraw from their officious praise, 

Would gently put aside their profuse thanks, 

like some knight traversing a wilderness, 

Who, on his way, may chance to free a tribe 

Of desert*people from their dragon-foe ; 

When all the swarthy race press round to kiss 

His feet, and choose him for their king; and yield 

Their poor tents, pitched among the sand-hills round, 

For realm ; and he points, smiling, to his scarf 

Heavy with riveled gold, his burgonet 

Gay set with twinkling stones— and to the East 

Where these must be displayed ! 



Paracelsus parts from his friends. 

PARACELSUS, FESTUS, AND MICHAL. 

Mich. Stay with us, Aureole! cast those hopes 
away, 

And stay with us ! An angel warns me, too, 
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Man should be humble ; you are very proud : 
And God, dethroned, has doleful plagues for such. 
He warns me not to dread a quick repulse, 
Nor slow defeat, but a complete success : 
You will find all you seek, and perish so I 
Par. {After a pause.) Are these the barren first 
fruits of my life ? 
Is love like this the natural lot of all ? 
How many years of pain might one such hour 
Overbalance ? Dearest Michal, dearest Festus, 
What shall I say, if not that I desire 
To merit this your love ? — and will, dear friends, 
In swerving nothing from my first resolves. 
See, the great moon ! and ere the mottled owls 
Were wide awake, I was to go. It seems 
You acquiesce at last in all save this— 
If I am like to compass what I seek 
By the untried career I choose ; and then, 
If that career, making but small account 
Of much of life's delight, will yet retain 
Sufficient to sustain my soul — for thus 
I understand these fond fears just expressed. 
And first ; the lore you praise and I neglect* 
The labours and the precepts of old time, 
I have not slightly disesteemed. But, friends, 
Truth is within ourselves ; it takes no rise 
From outward things, whate'er you may believe. 
There is an inmost centre in us all, 
Where truth abides in fulness ; and around, 
Wall upon wall, the gross flesh hems it in, 
This perfect, clear perception, which is truth ; 
A baffling and perverting carnal mesh 
Blinds it, and makes all error: and, "to know" 
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Rather consists in opening out a way 

Whence the imprisoned splendour may escape, 

Than in effecting entry for a light 

Supposed to :be without. Watch narrowly 

The demonstration of a truth, its birth, 

And you trace back the effluence to its spring . 

And source within us, where broods radiance vast, 

To be elicited ray by ray, as chance 

Shall favour : chance — for hitherto, your sage 

Even as he knows not how those beams are born, 

As little knows he what unlocks their fount ; 

And men have oft grown old among their books 

To die, case-hardened in their ignorance, 

Whose careless youth had promised what long years 

Of unremitting labour ne'er performed : 

While, contrary, it has chanced, some idle day, 

That autumn loiterers just as fancy-free 

As the midges in the sun, have oft given vent 

To truth, produced mysteriously as cape 

Of cloud grown out of the invisible air. 

Hence, may not truth be lodged alike in all, 

The lowest as the highest ? some slight film 

The interposing bar which binds it up, 

And makes the idiot, just as makes the sage 

Some film removed, the happy outlet whence 

Truth issues proudly ? See this soul of ours ! 

How it strives weakly in the child, is loosed 

In manhood, clogged by sickness, back compelled 

By age and waste, set free at last by death : 

Why is it, flesh enthralls it or enthrones ? 

What is this flesh we have to penetrate? 

Oh, not alone when life flows still, do truth 

And power emerge, but also when strange chance 
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kuffles its current ; in unused conjuncture, 

When sickness breaks the body — hunger, watching, 

Excess, or languor — oftenest death's approach — 

Peril, deep joy, or woe. One man shall crawl 

Through life, surrounded with all stirring things, 

Unmoved — and he goes mad ; and from the wreck 

Of what he was, by his wild talk alone. 

You first collect how great a spirit he hid. 

Therefore, set free the soul alike in all, 

Discovering the true laws by which the flesh 

Bars in the spirit ! We may not be doomed 

To cope with seraphs, but at least the rest 

Shall cope with us. Make no more giants, God ! 

But elevate the race at once ! We ask 

To put forth just our strength, our human strength, 

All starting fairly, all equipped alike, 

Gifted alike, all eagle-eyed, true-hearted — 

See if we cannot beat thy angels yet ! 

Such is my task. I go to gather this 

The sacred knowledge, here and there dispersed 

About the world, long lost or never found. 

And why should I be sad, or lorn of hope ? 

Why ever think man's good distinct from God's ? 

Or, finding they are one, why dare mistrust ? 

Who shall succeed if not one pledged like me ? 

Mine is no mad attempt to build a world 

Apart from His, like those who set themselves 

To find the nature of the spirit they boast, 

And, taught too soon that all their gorgeous dreams 

Were only born to vanish in this life, 

Refused submission to its narrow sphere, 

But figured forth another, wider world 

And other frames meet for their vast desires — 
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Still, all a dream I Thus was life scorned ; but life 
Shall yet be crowned : twine amaranth I I am priest I 
And all for yielding with a lively spirit 
A poor existence, parting with a youth 
Like theirs who squander every energy 
Convertible to good, on painted toys, 
Breath-bubbles, gilded dust ! And though I spurn 
AH adventitious aims, from empty praise 
To love's award, yet whoso deems such helps 
Important, and concerns himself for me, 
May know even these will follow with the rest- 
As in the steady rolling Mayne, asleep 
Yonder, is mixed its mass of schistous ore. 
My own affections, laid to rest awhile, 
Will waken purified, subdued alone 
By all I have achieved ; till then — till then . . . 
Ah, the time-wiling loitering of a page 
Through bower and over lawn, till twilight bring 
The stately lady's presence whom he loves — 
The broken sleep of the fisher whose rough coat 
Enwraps the queenly pearl — these are faint types ! 
See how they look on me— I triumph now ! 
But one thing, Festus, Michal ! — I have told 
All I shall e'er disclose to mortal : say — 
Do you believe I shall accomplish this ? 
Fe st. I do believe ! 

Mich. I ever did believe ! 

Par. Those words shall never fade from out my 
brain ! 

This earnest of the end shall never fade ! 
Are there not, Festus, are there not, dear Michal, 
Two points in the adventure of the diver : 
One— when, a beggar, he prepares to plunge? 
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One— when, a prince, he rises with his pearl ? 
Festus, I plunge { 
Fest. I wait you when you rise J 



A T BASIL> AFTER FOURTEEN YEARS. 

FESTUS VISITS PARACELSUS, IJ2<X > « 

Par. Heap logs, and let the blaze laugh out ! 

Ft st. True, true ! 

Tis very fit that all, time, chance and change 
Have wrought since last we sate thus, face to face 
And soul to soul — all cares, far-looking fears, 
Vague apprehensions, all vain fancies bred 
By your long absence, should be cast away, 
Forgotten in this glad unhoped renewal 
Of our affections. 

Far. Oh, omit not aught 

Which witnesses your own and Michal's love ! 
I bade you not spare that ! Forget alone 
The honours and the glories and the rest, 
You seem disposed to tell profusely out 

Fest. Nay, even your honours, in a sense, I waive : 
The wondrous Paracelsus — Life's dispenser, 
Fate's commissary, idol of the schools 
And courts, shall be no more than Aureole still — . 
Still Aureole and my friend, as when we parted 
Some twenty years ago, and I restrained 
As I best could the promptings of my spirit 
Which secretly advanced you, from the first, 
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To the pre-eminent rank which, since, your own 
Adventurous ardour, nobly triumphing, 
Has won for jrou. 

Par, Yes, yes ; and MichaPs face 

Still wears that quiet and peculiar light, 
Like the dim circlet floating round a pearl ? 

Fest. Just so. 

Par. And yet her calm sweet countenance; 

Though saintly, was not sad; for she would sing 
Alone . . . Does she still sing alone, bird-like, 
Not dreaming you are near ? Her carols dropt 
In flakes through that old leafy bower built under 
The sunny wall at Wurzburg, from her lattice 
Among the trees above, while I, unseen, 
Sate conning sonie rare scroll from Tritheim's shelves; 
Much wondering notes so simple could divert 
My mind from study. Those were happy days I 
Respect all such as sing when all alone. 

Fest. Scarcely alone : her children, you may guess, 
Are wild beside her. 

Par. Ah, those children quite 

Unsettle the pure picture in my mind : 
A girl, she was so perfect, so distinct 
No change, no change ! Not but this added grace 
May blend and harmonize with its compeers, 
And Michal niay become her motherhood ; 
But 'tis a change, and I detest all change*, 
And most a change in aught I loved long since. 
So, Michal • . . you have said she thinks of me t 

Fest. O very proilct will Michal be of you ! 
Imagine how we sate, long winter-nights, 
Scheming and Wondering, shaping your presumed 
Adventure*, or devising their reward, 
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Shutting out fear with all the strength of hope. 

Though it was strange how, even when most secure 

In our domestic peace, a certain dim 

And flitting shade could sadden all ; it seemed 

A restlessness of heart, a silent yearning, 

A sense of something wanting, incomplete — 

Not to be put in words, perhaps avoided 

By mute consent — but, said or unsaid, felt 

To point to one so loved and so long lost. 

And then the hopes rose and shut out the fears — 

How you would laugh should I recount them now ! 

I still predicted your return at last, 

With gifts beyond the greatest vaunt of all, 

All Tritheim's wondrous troop ; did one of which 

Attain renown by any chance, I smiled — 

As well aware of who would prove his peer. 

Michal was sure some woman long ere this, 

As beautiful as you were sage, had loved . . . 

Par. Far-seeing, truly, to discern so much 
In the fantastic projects and day dreams 
Of a raw, restless boy ! 

FesL Say, one whose sunrise 

Well warranted our faith in this full noon ! 
Can I forget the anxious voice which said, 
"Festus, have thoughts like these e'er shaped them- 
selves 

In other brains than mine — have their possessors 
Existed in like circumstance — were they weak 
As I — or ever constant from the first, 
Despising youth's allurements, and rejecting 
As spider-films the shackles I endure ? 
Is there hope for me ? " — and I answered grave 
As an acknowledged elder, calmer, wiser, 
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More gifted mortal. O you must remember, 
For all your glorious . . . 



These hands — nay, touch them, they are mine ! Recall . 
With all the said recallings, times when thus 
To lay them by your own ne'er turned you pale, 
As now. Most glorious, are they not ? 



Something must be subtracted from success 
So wide, no doubt He were too scrupulous, truly, 
Who should object such drawbacks. Still, still, 
Aureole, 

You are changed — very changed! 'Twere losing 
nothing 

To look to it ! Frankly, you must not be stolen 
From the enjoyment of your well-won meed. 

Par. My friend ! you seek my pleasure, past a doubt : 
By talking, not of me, but of yourselfj 
You will best gain your point. 

Fest. Have I not said 

All touching Michal and my children? Sure 
You know, by this, full well how Aennchen looks 
Gravely, while one disparts her thick brown hair ; 
And Aureole's glee when some stray gannet builds 
Amid the birch-trees by the lake. Small hope 
Have I that he will honour, the wild imp, 
His namesake 1 Sigh not ! 'tis too much to ask 
That all we love should reach the same proud fate. 
But you are very kind to humour me 
By showing interest in my quiet life ; 
You, who of old could never tame yourself 
To tranquil pleasures, must at heart despise . . . 

Par. Festus, strange secrets are let out by Death, 



Par. 



Glorious ? ay, this hair, 



Fest 



Why— why— 
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Who blabs so oft the follies of this world : 
And I am Death's familiar, as yon know. 
I helped a man to die, some few weeks since, 
Warped even from his go-cart to one end- 1 — 
The living on princes' smiles, reflected from 
A mighty herd of favourites. No mean trick 
He left untried ; and truly well nigh wormed 
All traces of God's finger out of him. 
Then died, grown old ; and just an hour before, 
Having lain long with blank and soulless eyes, 
He sate up suddenly, and with natural voice 
Said, that in spite of thick air and closed doors 
God told him it was June ; and he knew well, 
Without such telling, hare-bells grew in June ; 
And all that kings could ever give or take 
Would not be precious as those blooms to him. 
Just so, allowing I am passing sage, 
It seems to me much worthier argument 
Why pansies, eyes that laugh, bear beauty's prize 
From violets, eyes that dream — (your Michal's 
choice) — 

Than all fools find to wonder at in me 
Or in my fortunes. 

THE SECOND PARTING. 

PARACELSUS AND FESTUS PART AGAIN. 

Par, And you saw Luther ? 
Fest. 'Tis a wondrous soul ! 

Par. True : the so-heavy chain which galled man- 
kind 

Is shattered, and the noblest of us all 
Must bow to the deliverer — nay, the worker 
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Of our own project — we who long before 
Had burst our trammels, but forgot the crowd, 
We would have taught, still groaned beneath the 
load : 

This he has done and nobly. Speed that may ! 
Whatever be my chance or my mischance, 
What benefits mankind must glad me too : 
And men seem made, though not as I believed, 
For something better than the times display : 
Witness these gangs of peasants your new lights 
From Suabia have possessed, whom Munzer leads, 
And whom the duke, the landgrave, and the elector 
Will calm in blood ! Well, well — 'tis not my world ! 
Fest Hark! 

Par. 'Tis the melancholy wind astir 

Within the trees ; the embers too are grey, 
Morn must be near. 

Fest. Best ope the casement : see, 

The night, late strewn with clouds and flying stars, 
Is blank and motionless : how peaceful sleep 
The tree-tops all together ! Like an asp, 
The wind slips whispering from bough to bough. 

Par. Ay; you would gaze on a wind-shaken tree 
By the hour, nor count time lost 

Fest. So you shall gaze. 

Those happy times will come again . . . 

Par. Gone ! gone ! 

Those pleasant times ! Does not the moaning wind 
Seem to bewail that we have gained such gains 
And bartered sleep for them ? 

Fest. It is our trust 

That there is yet another world to mend 
All error and mischance. 
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Par. Another world ! 

And why this world, this common world, to be 
A make-shift, a mere foil, how fair soever, 
To some fine life to come ? Man must be fed 
With angels' food, forsooth j and some few traces 
Of a diviner nature which look out 
Through his corporeal baseness, warrant him 
In a supreme contempt for all provision 
For his inferior tastes — some straggling marks 
Which constitute his essence, just as truly 
As here and there a gem would constitute 
The rock, their barren bed, a diamond. 
But were it so — were man all mind — he gains 
A station little enviable. From God 
Down to the lowest spirit ministrant, 
Intelligence exists which casts our mind 
Into immeasurable shade. No, no : 
Love, hope, fear, faith — these make humanity, 
These are its sign, and note, and character ; 
And these I have lost ! — gone, shut from me for ever 
Like a dead friend, safe from unkindness more ! 
See morn at length. The heavy darkness seems 
Diluted ; grey and clear without the stars ; 
The shrubs bestir and rouse themselves, as if 
Some snake, that weighed them down all night, let go 
His hold ; and from the East, fuller and fuller 
Day, like a mighty river, is flowing in ; 
But clouded, wintry, desolate and cold : 
Yet see how that broad, prickly, star-shaped plant, 
Half down in the crevice, spreads its woolly leaves, 
All thick and glistering with diamond dew. 
And you depart for Einsiedeln to-day : 
And we have spent all night in talk like this ! 
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If you would hare me better for your love, 
Revert no more to these sad themes. 

Fest. One favour, 

And I have done. I leave you, deeply moved ; 
Unwilling to have fared so well, the while 
My friend has changed so sorely. If this mood 
Shall pass away—if light once more arise 
Where all is darkness now— if you see fit 
To hope, and trust again, and strive again ; 
You will remember— not our lo¥e alone— 
But that my faith in God's desire for man 
To trust on his support (as I must think 
You trusted) is obscured and dim through you ; 
For you are thus, and this is no reward. 
Will you not call me to your side, dear friend! 



THE FRIENDS MEET AGAIN. 

FBSTUS REVISITS PARACELSUS AT COLMAR, 1528. 

Fest. Shall one like me 

Judge hearts like yours ? Though, years have changed 
you much, 

And you have left your first love, and retain 
Its empty shade to veil your crooked ways, 
Yet I still hold that you have honoured God ; 
And who shall call your course without reward t 
For, wherefore this repining at defeat, 
Had triumph ne'er inured you to high hopes ? 
I urge you to forsake the life you curse, 
And what success attends me ? — simply talk 
Of passion, weakness, and remorse ; in short, 
Anything but the naked truth : you choose 
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This so-despised career, and rather praise 
Than take my happiness, or other men's. 
Once more, return 1 

Par. And soon. Oporinus 

Has pilfered half my secrets by this time : 
And we depart by day-break. I am weary, 
I know not how ; not even the wine-cup soothes 
My brain to-night . . . 
Do you not thoroughly despise me, Festus ? 
No flattery ! One like you, needs not be told 
We live and breathe deceiving and deceived. 
Do you not scorn me from your heart of hearts f 
Me and my cant-— my petty subterfuges — 
My rhymes, and all this frothy shower of words-— 
My glazing self-deceit — my outward crust 
Of lies, which wrap, as tetter, morphew, furfaii 
Wrap the sound flesh ? — so, see you flatter not ! 
Why, even God flatters 1 but my friend, at least, 
Is true. I would depart, secure henceforth 
Against all further insult, hate and wrong 
From puny foes : my one friend's scorn shall brand me — 
No fear of sinking deeper \ 

Fest. No, dear Aureole I 

No, no 1.1 came to counsel faithfully : 
There are old rules,, made long ere we were born, 
By which I judge you. I, so fallible, 
So infinitely low beside your spirit 
Mighty, majestic ! — even I can see 
You own. some higher laws than ours which call 
Sin, what is no sin, — weakness, what is strength ; 
But I have only these, such as they are, 
To guide me ; and I blame you where they blame, 
Only so long as blaming promises 
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To win peace for your soul ; the more, that sorrow 
Has fallen on me of late, and they have helped me 
So that I faint not under my distress. 
But wherefore should I scruple to avow 
In spite of all, as brother judging brother, 
Your fate to me is most inexplicable : 
And should you perish without recompense 
And satisfaction yet — too hastily. 
I have relied on love : you may have sinned, 
But you have loved. As a mere human matter— r 
As I would have God deal with fragile men 
In the end — I say that you will triumph yet ! 

Par. Have you felt sorrow, Festus ? — 'tis because 
You love me. Sorrow, and sweet Michal yours ! 
Well thought on ; never let her know this last 
Dull winding-up of all : these miscreants dared 
Insult me — me she loved ; so grieve her not 

Fest Your ill success can little grieve her now. 

Pan Michal is dead! pray Christ we do not 
craze ! 

Fest Aureole, dear Aureole, look not on me thus ! 
Fool, fool ! this is the heart grown sorrow-proof— 
I cannot bear those eyes. 

Par. Nay, really dead? 

Rest. 'Tis scarce a month ... 

Par. Stone dead !— ^then you have laid her 
Among the flowers ere this. Now, do you know, 
I can reveal a secret which shall comfort 
Even you. I have no julep, as men think, 
To cheat the grave ; but a far better secret 
Know then, you did not ill to trust your love 
To the cold earth : I have thought much of it \ 
For I believe we do not wholly die. 
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Fest. Aureole ! 

Par. Nay, do not laugh ; there is t reason 

For what I say : I think the soul can never 
Taste death. I am, just now, as you may see, 
Very unfit to put so strange a thought 
In an intelligible dress of words ; 
But take it as my trust, she is not dead. 

Fest. But not on this account alone ? you surely, 
— Aureole, you have believed this all along % 

Par. And Michal sleeps among the roots and dewfc, 
While I am moved at Basil, and full of schemes 
For Nuremburg, and hoping and despairing, 
As though it mattered how the farce plays out, 
So it be quickly played. Away, away ! 
Have your will, rabble ! while we fight the prize, 
Troop you in safety to the snug back-seats, 
And leave a clear arena for the brave 
About to perish for your sport ! — Behold ! 



IN THE HOSPITAL OF SALZBURG, 1541. 

FESTUS AT THE DEATHBED OF PARACELSUS. 

Par. Festus, my own friend, you are come at last ? 
As you say, 'tis an awful enterprise — 
But you believe I shall go through with it ; 
Tis like you, and I thank you ; thank him for me, 
Dear Michal ! See how bright Saint Saviour's spire 
Flames in the sunset ; all its figures quaint 
Gay in the glancing light : you might conceive them 
A troop of yellow-vested, white-haired Jews, 
Bound for their own land where redemption dawns I 
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Fest. Not that blest time — not our youth's time, 
dear God ! 

Par. Ha — stay ! true, I forget— all is done since ! 
And he is come to judge me : how he speaks, 
How calm, how well ! yes, it is true, all true ; 
All quackery ; all deceit ! myself can laugh 
The first at it, if you desire : but still 
You know the obstacles which taught me tricks 
So foreign to my nature — envy, and hate — 
Blind opposition — brutal prejudice — 
Bald ignorance — what wonder if I sunk 
To humour men the way they most approved ? 
My cheats were never palmed on such as you, 
Dear Festus ! I will kneel if you require me, 
Impart the meagre knowledge I possess, 
Explain its bounded nature, and avow 
My insufficiency — whate'er you will : 
I give the fight up ! let there be an end, 
A privacy, an obscure nook for me. 
I want to be forgotten even by God ! 
But if that cannot be, dear Festus, lay me, 
When I shall die, within some narrow grave, 
Not by itself— for that would be too proud — 
But where such graves are thickest ; let it look 
Nowise distinguished from the hillocks round, 
So that the peasant at his brother's bed 
May tread upon my own and know it not ; 
And we shall all be equal at the last, 
Or classed according to life's natural ranks, 
Fathers, sons, brothers, friends — not rich, nor wise, 
Nor gifted : lay me thus, then say, " He lived 
Too much advanced before his brother men : 
They kept him still in front ; 'twas for their good, 
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But yet a dangerous station. It were strange 
That he should tell God he had never ranked 
With men : so, here at least he is a man ! " 
Fest. That God shall take thee to His breast, dear 
spirit, 

Unto His breast, be sure ! and here on earth 
Shall splendour sit upon thy name for ever ! 
Sun ! all the heaven is glad for thee : what care 
If lower mountains light their snowy phares 
At thine effulgence, yet acknowledge not 
The source of day ? Men look up to the sun ! 
For after-ages shall retrack thy beams, 
And put aside the crowd of busy ones, 
And worship thee alone — the master-mind, 
The thinker, the explorer, the creator ! 
Then, who should sneer at the convulsive throes 
With which thy deeds were born, would scorn as well 
The winding sheet of subterraneous fire 
Which, pent and writhing, sends no less at last 
Huge islands up amid the simmering sea ! 
Behold thy might in me ! thou hast infused 
Thy soul in mine ; and I am grand as thou, 
Seeing I comprehend thee — I so simple, 
Thou so august ! I recognise thee first ; 
I saw thee rise, I watched thee early and late, 
And though no glance reveal thou dost accept 
My homage — thus no less I proffer it, 
And bid thee enter gloriously thy rest ! 
Par. Festus! 

Fest. I am for noble Aureole, God ! 

I am upon his side, come weal or woe ! 
His portion shall be mine ! He has done well ! 
I would have sinned, had I been strong enough, 
I 2 
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As he has sinned ! Reward him or I waive 
Reward 1 If Thou canst find no place for him, 
He shall be king elsewhere, and I will be 
His slave for ever ! There are two of us ! 
Par. Dear Festus ! 

Fest. Here, dear Aureole ! ever by you ! 

Par. Nay, speak on, or I dream again. Speak on ! 
Some story, anything — only your voice. 
I shall dream else. Speak on ! ay, leaning so ! 
Fest. Softly the Mayne river glideth 

Close by where my Love abideth ; 

Sleep's no softer : it proceeds 

On through lawns, on through meads, 

On and on, whate'er befall, 

Meandering and musical, 

Though the niggard pasture's edge 

Bears not on its shaven ledge 

Aught but weeds and waving grasses 

To view the river as it passes, 

Save here and there a scanty patch 

Of primroses, too faint to catch 

A weary bee. 
Par. More, more ; say on ! 
Fest The river pushes 

Its gentle way through strangling rushes, 

Where the glossy kingfisher 

Flutters when noon-heats are near, 

Glad the shelving banks to shun, 

Red and steaming in the sun, 

"Where the shrew-mouse with pale throat 

Burrows, and the speckled stoat ; 

Where the quick sand-pipers flit 

In and out the marl and grit 
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That seems to treed them, brown as they. 
Nought disturbs the river's way, 
Save some lazy stork that springs, 
Trailing it with legs and wings, 
Whom the shy fox from the hill 
Rouses, creep he ne'er so stilL 
Par. My heart ! they loose my heart, those simple 
words ; 

Its darkness passes, which nought else could touch ; 
Like some dark snake that force may not expel, 
But glideth out to music sweet and low. 

LESSON OF THE LIFE OF PARACELSUS. 

Par. I failed : I gazed on power till I grew blind — 
On power ; I could not take my eyes from that — 
That only, I thought, should be preserved, increased 
At any risk, displayed, struck out at once — 
The sign, and note, and character of man. 
I saw no use in the Past : only a scene 
Of degradation, imbecility — 
The record of disgraces best forgotten,. 
A sullen page in human chronicles 
Fit to erase : I saw no cause why man 
Should not be all-sufficient even now ; 
Or why his annals should be forced to tell 
That once the tide of light, about to break 
Upon the world, was sealed within its spring ; 
I would have had one day, one moment's space, 
Change man's condition, push each slumbering claim 
To mastery o'er the elemental world 
At once to full maturity, then roll 
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Oblivion o'er the tools, and hide from man 

What night had ushered morn. Not so, dear child 

Of after-days, wilt thou reject the Past, 

Big with deep warnings of the proper tenure 

By which thou hast the earth : the Present for thee 

Shall have distinct and trembling beauty, seen 

Beside that Past's own shade, whence, in relief, 

Its brightness shall stand out : nor on thee yet 

Shall burst the Future, as successive zones 

Of several wonder open on some spirit 

Flying secure and glad from heaven to heaven ; 

But thou shalt painfully attain to joy, 

While hope, and fear, and love, shall keep thee man ! 

All this was hid from me : as one by one 

My dreams grew dim, my wide aims circumscribed, 

As actual good within my reach decreased, 

While obstacles sprung up this way and that, 

To keep me from effecting half the sum, 

Small as it proved ; as objects, mean within 

The primal aggregate, seemed, even the least, 

Itself a match for my concentred strength — 

What wonder if I saw no way to shun 

Despair ? The power I sought for man, seemed God's ! 

In this conjuncture, as I prayed to die, 

A strange adventure made me know, One Sin 

Had spotted my career from its uprise ; 

I saw Aprile— my Aprile there ! 

And as the poor melodious wretch disburthened 

His heart, and moaned his weakness in my ear, 

I learned my own deep error ; love's undoing 

Taught me the worth of love in man's estate, 

And what proportion love should hold with power 

In his right constitution ; love preceding 
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Power, and with much power, always much more love 5 
Love still too straitened in its present means, 
And earnest for new power to set it free. 
I learned this, and supposed the whole was learned i 
And thus, when men received with stupid wonder 
My first revealings, would have worshipped me, 
And I despised and loathed their proffered praise- 
When, with awakened eyes, they took revenge a 
For past credulity in casting shame 
On my real knowledge, and I hated them — 
It was not strange I saw no good in man, 
To overbalance all the wear and waste 
Of faculties, displayed in vain, but born 
To prosper in some better sphere : and why ? 
In my own heart love had not been made wise 
To trace love's faint beginnings in mankind, 
To know even hate is but a mask of love's, 
To see a good in evil, and a hope 
In ill-success ; to sympathize, be proud 
Of their half-reasons, faint aspirings, dim 
Struggles for truth, their poorest fallacies, 
Their prejudice, and fears, and cares, and doubts 5 
Which all touch upon nobleness, despite 
Their error, all tend upwardly though weak^ 
Like plants in mines which never saw the sun, 
But dream of him, and guess where he may be, 
And do their best to climb and get to him. 
All this I knew not, and I failed. Let men 
Regard me, and the poet dead long ago 
Who loved too rashly ; and shape forth a third, 
And better tempered spirit, warned by both : 
As from the over-radiant star too mad 
To drink the light-springs, beamless thence itself— 
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And the dark orb which borders the abyss, 
Ingulfed in icy night — might have its course 
A temperate and equidistant world. 
Meanwhile, I have done well, though not all well 
As yet, men cannot do without contempt — 
'Tis for their good, and therefore fit awhile 
That they reject the weak, and scorn the false, 
father than praise the strong and true, in me : 
But after, they will know me ! If I stoop 
Into a dark tremendous sea of cloud, 
It is but for a time ; I press God's lamp 
Close to my breast— its splendour, soon or late, 
Will pierce the gloom : I shall emerge one day ! 
You understand me ? I have said enough ? 

Fest. Now die, dear Aureole ! 

Par. Festus, let my hand — 

This hand, lie in your own, my own true friend ! 
Aprile ! Hand in hand with you, Aprile ! 

Fest. And this was Paracelsus ! 



SORDELLO. 



CHILDHOOD OF SORDELLO. 

If I should falter now — for he is thine, 
Sordello, thy forerunner, Florentine ! 
A herald-star I know thou didst absorb 
Relentless into the consummate orb 
That scared it from its right to roll along 
A sempiternal path with dance and song 
Fulfilling its allotted period 
Serenest of the progeny of God 
Who yet resigns it not ; His darling stoops 
With no quenched lights, desponds with no blank 
troops 

Of disenfranchised brilliances, for, blent 

Utterly with thee, its shy element 

Like thine upburneth prosperous and clear. 

Still, what if I approach the august sphere 

Named now with only one name, disentwine 

That under-current soft and argentine 

From its fierce mate in the majestic mass 

Leavened as the sea whose fire was mixt with glass 

In John's transcendent vision, launch once more 

That lustre ? Dante, pacer of the shore 

Where glutted Hell disgorgeth filthiest gloom, 

Unbitten by its whirring sulphur-spume — 

Or whence the grieved and obscure waters slope 

Into a darkness quieted by hope — 

Plucker of amaranths grown beneath God's eye 
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In gracious twilights where His chosen lie, 
I would do this ! if I should falter now ! 

In Mantua territory half is slough, 
Half pine-tree forest ; maples, scarlet-oaks 
Breed o'er the river-beds ; even Mincio chokes 
With sand the summer through ; but 'tis morass 
In winter up to Mantua walls. There was 
(Some thirty years before this evening's coil) 
One spot reclaimed from the surrounding spoil, 
Goito ; just a castle built amid 
A few low mountains ; firs and larches hid 
Their main defiles, and rings of vineyard bound 
The rest : some captured creature in a pound, 
Whose artless wonder quite precludes distress, 
Secure beside in its own loveliness, 
So peered with airy head, below, above, 
The castle at its toils the lapwings love 
To glean among at grape-time. Pass within : 
A maze of corridors contrived for sin, 
Dusk winding-stairs, dim galleries got past, 
You gain the inmost chambers, gain at last 
A maple-panelled room : that haze which seem 
Floating about the panel, if there gleams 
A sunbeam over it will turn to gold 
And in light-graven characters unfold 
The Arab's wisdom everywhere; what shade 
Marred them a moment, those slim pillars made, 
Cut like a company of palms to prop 
The roof, each kissing top entwined with top, 
Leaning together ; in the carver's mind 
Some knot of bacchanals, flushed cheek combined 
With straining forehead, shoulders purpled, hair 
Diffused between, who in a goat-skin bear 
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A vintage ; graceful sister-palms : but quick 

To the main wonder now. A vault, see ; thick 

Black shade about the ceiling, though fine slits 

Across the buttress suffer light by fits 

Upon a marvel in the midst : nay, stoop — 

A dullish grey-streaked cumbrous font, a group 

Round it, each side of it, where'er one sees, 

Upholds it— shrinking Caryatides 

Of just-tinged marble like Eve's lilied flesh 

Beneath her Maker's finger when the fresh 

First pulse of life shot brightening the snow. 

The font's edge burthens every shoulder, so 

They muse upon the ground, eyelids half closed, 

Some, with meek arms behind their backs disposed, - 

Some, crossed above their bosoms, some, to veil 

Their eyes, some, propping chin and cheek so pale, 

Some, hanging slack an utter helpless length, 

Dead as a buried vestal whose whole strength 

Goes when the grate above shuts heavily ; 

So dwell these noiseless girls, patient to see, 

Like priestesses because of sin impure 

Penanced for ever, who resigned endure, 

Having that once drunk sweetness to the dregs. 

And every eve Sordello's visit begs 

Pardon for them : constant as eve he came 

To sit beside each in her turn, the same 

As one of them, a certain space : and awe 

Made a great indistinctness till he saw 

Sunset slant cheerful through the buttress chinks, 

Gold seven times globed ; surely our maiden shrinks 

And a smile stirs her as if one faint grain 

Her load were lightened, one shade less the stain 

Obscured her forehead, yet one more bead slipt 
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So that Sordello , • , Fool, who spied the mark 

Of leprosy upon him, violet-dark 

Already as he loiters ? Born just now, 

With the new century, beside the glow 

And efflorescence out of barbarism ; 

Witness a Greek or two from the abysm 

That stray through Florence town with studious air 

Calming the chisel of that Pisan pair — 

If Nicolo should carve a Christus yet ! 

While at Siena is Guidone set, 

Forehead on hand ; a painful birth must be 

Matured ere San Eufemio's sacristy 

Or transept gather fruits of one great gaze 

At the noon-sun : look you ! An orange haze, 

The same blue stripe round that, and, i'the midst, 

Thy spectral whiteness, Mother-maid, who didst 

Pursue the dizzy painter ! 



Any officious babble letting forth 

The leprosy confirmed and ruinous 

To spirit lodged in a contracted house ! 

Go back to the beginning rather ; blend 

It gently with Sordello's life ; the end 

Is piteous, you shall see, but much between 

Pleasant enough ; meantime some pyx to screen 

The full-grown pest, some lid to shut upon 

The goblin ! As they found at Babylon, 

(Colleagues mad Lucius and sage Antonine) 

Sacking the city, by Apollo's shrine 

Its pride, in rummaging the rarities, 

A cabinet ; be sure, who made the prize 

Opened it greedily ; and out there curled 

Just such another plague, for half the world 
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Was stung. Crawl in then, hag, and crouch asquat, 

Keeping that blotchy bosom thick in spot 

Until your time is ripe ! The coffer-lid 

Is fastened and the coffer safely hid 

Under the Loxian's choicest gifts of gold. 

Who will may hear Sordello's story told, 

And how he never could remember when 

He dwelt not at Goito ; calmly then 

About this secret lodge of Adelaide's 

Glided his youth away : beyond the glades 

On the fir-forest's border, and the rim 

Of the low range of mountain, was for him 

No other world : but that appeared his own 

To wander through at pleasure and alone. 

The castle too seemed empty ; far and wide 

Might he disport unless the northern side 

Lay under a mysterious interdict — 

Slight, just enough remembered to restrict 

His roaming to the corridors, the vault 

Where those font-bearers expiate their fault, 

The maple-chamber, and the little nooks 

And nests and breezy parapet that looks 

Over the woods to Mantua ; there he strolled. 

Some foreign women-servants, very old, 

Tended and crept about him — all his clue 

To the world's business and embroiled ado 

Distant a dozen hill-tops at the most. 

And first a simple sense of life engrossed 

Sordello in his drowsy Paradise ; 

The day's adventures for the day suffice — 

Its constant tribute of perceptions strange 

With sleep and stir in healthy interchange 

Suffice, and leave him for the next at ease 
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Like the great palmer-worm that strips the trees, 

Eats the life out of every luscious plant, 

And, when September finds them sere or scant, 

Puts forth two wondrous winglets, alters quite, 

And hies him after unforeseen delight 

So fed Sordello, not a shard disheathed, 

As ever round each new discovery wreathed 

Luxuriantly the fancies infantine 

His admiration, bent on making fine 

Its novel friend at any risk, would fling 

In gay profusion forth : a ficklest king, 

Confessed those minions ! Eager to dispense 

So much from his own stock of thought and sense 

As might enable each to stand alone 

And serve him for a fellow ; with his own 

Joining the qualities that just before 

Had graced some older favourite : thus they wore 

A fluctuating halo, yesterday 

Set flicker and to-morrow filched away, 

Those upland objects each of separate name, 

Each with an aspect never twice the same, 

Waxing and waning as the new-born host 

Of fancies, like a single night's hoar-frost, 

Gave to familiar things a face grotesque, 

Only, preserving through the mad burlesque 

A grave regard : conceive ; the orpine patch 

Blossoming earliest on our log-house-thatch 

The day those archers wound along the vines — 

Related to the Chief that left their lines 

To climb with clinking step the northern stair 

Up to the solitary chambers where 

Sordello never came. Thus thrall reached thrall. 
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FROM STRAFFORD. 

THE POPULAR PARTY EXPECT THE ARRIVAL IN ENGLAND OF 
WENTWORTH. 

A House near Whitehall. Hampden, Hollis, the 
younger Vane, Rudyard, Fiennes and many of 
the Presbyterian party ; LoUDON and other Scots 
Commissioners. 

Vane. I say, if he be here — 

Rud. (And he is here J) — 

Hoi. For England's sake let every man be still, 
Nor speak of him, so much as say his name, 
Till Pym rejoin us ! Rudyard ! Henry Vane ! 
One rash conclusion may decide our course 
And with it England's fate — think — England's fate I 
Hampden, for England's sake they should be still ! 

Vane. You say so, Hollis ? Well, I must be still ! 
It is indeed too bitter that one man, 
Any one man's mere presence should suspend 
England's combined endeavour : little need 
To name him \ 

Rud. For you are his brother, Hollis ! 

Hamp. Shame on you, Rudyard ! Time to tell him 
that, 

When he forgets the mother of us alL 
Rud. Do I forget her ? 
Hamp. You talk idle hate 

K 2 
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Against her foes : is that so strange a thing ? 
Is hating Wentworth all the help she needs ? 
A Puritan. The Philistine strode, cursing as he 
went: 

But David, five smooth pebbles from the brook 
Within his scrip . . . 

Rud. Be you as still as David ! 

Fien. Here's Rudyard not ashamed to wag a 
tongue 

Stiff with ten years' disuse of Parliaments : 
Why, when the last sate, Wentworth sate with us ! 

Rud. Let's hope for news of them now he returns — 
He that was safe in Ireland, as we thought ! 
But I'll abide Pym's coming. 

Vane. Now, by Heaven, 

They may be cool who can, silent who will — 
Some have a gift that way ! Wentworth is here, 
Here, and the King's safe closeted with him 
Ere this. And when I think on all that's past 
Since that man left us, how his single arm 
Rolled the advancing good ot England back 
And set the woeful Past up in its place, 
Exalting Dagon where the ark should be — 
How that man has made firm the fickle King 
(Hampden, I will speak out) — in aught he feared 
To venture on before ; taught Tyranny 
Her dismal trade, the use of all her tools, 
To ply the scourge, yet screw the gag so close 
That strangled agony bleeds mute to death — 
How he turns Ireland to a private stage 
For training infant villanies, new ways 
Of wringing treasure out of tears and blood, 
Unheard oppressions nourished in the dark 
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To try how much man's nature can endure — 
If he dies under it, what harm ? if not, 
Why, one more trick is added to the rest 
Worth a king's knowing, and what Ireland bears, 
England may learn to bear ; — how all this while 
That man has set himself to one dear task, 
The bringing Charles to relish more and more 
Power, power without law, power and blood too — 
Can I be still ? 

Hamp. For that, you should be still. 

Vatte. Oh, Hampden, then and now ! the year he 
left us, 

The People in full Parliament could wrest 
Their Bill of Rights from the reluctant King : 
And, now, he'll find in an obscure, small room 
A stealthy gathering of great-hearted men 
That take up England's cause. England is here ! 

Hamp. And who despairs of England ? 

Rud. That do I, 

If Wentworth comes to rule her. I am sick 
To think her wretched masters, Hamilton, 
The muckworm Cottington, the maniac Laud, 
May yet be longed-for back again. I say, 
I do despair. 

Vane. And, Rudyard, I'll say this — 

Which all true men say after me, not loud 
But solemnly and as you'd say a prayer ! 
This King who treads our England under foot 
Has just so much — it may be fear or craft — 
As bids him pause at each fresh outrage : friends, 
He needs some sterner hand to grasp his own, 
Some voice to ask, " Why shrink — am I not by ? " 
Now, one whom England loved for serving her 
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Found in his heart to say, " I know where best 
The iron heel shall bruise her, for she leans 
Upon me, when you trample ! " Witness, you ! 
So Wentworth heartened Charles, and England fell. 
But inasmuch as life is hard to take 
From England . . . 

Many Voices. Go on, Vane J Tis well said, Vane ! 

Vane. Who has not so forgotten Runnimead ! 

Voices. Tis well and bravely spoken, Vane \ Go on ! 

Vane. There are some little signs of late, she knows 
The ground no place for her ! She glances round, 
Wentworth has dropped the hand, is gone his way 
On other service — what if she arise ? 
No ! the King beckons, and beside him stands 
The same bad man once more, with the same smile 
And the same gesture ! Now, shall England crouch, 
Or catch at us and rise ? 

Voices. The renegade ! 

Haman ! Ahithophel ! 

Hamp. Gentlemen of the North, 

It was not thus, the night your claims were urged, 
And we pronounced the League and Covenant, 
The cause of Scotland, England's cause as well ! 
Vane there, sate motionless the whole night through. 

Vane. Hampden ! 

Fien. Stay, Vane J 

Loudon. Be just and patient, Vane ! 

Vane. Mind how you counsel patience, Loudon ! 
You 

Have still a Parliament and this your League 
To back it ; you are free in Scotland still : 
While we are brothers, hope's for England yet 



know you wherefore Wentworth comes? to quench 
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This last of hopes ? that he brings war with him % 
Know you the man's self? what he dares? 

Loud. We know, 

All know — 'tis nothing new. 

Vane. And what's new then 

In calling for his life ? Why, Pym himself — 
You must have heard — ere Wentworth dropped our 
cause 

He would see Pym first ; there were many more, 
Strong on the people's side and friends of his, 
Eliot that's dead, Rudyard and Hampden here) 
But for these Wentworth cared not ; only, Pym 
He would see — Pym and he being sworn, 'tis said, 
To live and die together — so they met 
At Greenwich : Wentworth, you are sure, was long, 
Specious enough, the devil's argument 
Lost nothing on his lips : he'd have Pym see 
A patriot could not play a purer part 
Than follow in his track ; they two combined 
Might put down England. Well, Pym heard him 
out: 

One glance — you know Pym's eye — one word was all : 
" You leave us, Wentworth ; while your head is on, 
I'll not leave you." 

Hamp. Has he left Wentworth, then ? 

Has England lost him ? Will you let him speak, 
Or put your crude surmises in his mouth ? 
Away with this ! Will you have Pym or Vane ? 

Voices. Wait Pym's arrival ! Pym shall speak. 

Hamp. Meanwhile 
Let Loudon read the Parliament's report 
From Edinburgh ; our last hope, as Vane says, 
Is in the stand it makes. Loudon ! 
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Vane. 



No, no ! 



Silent I can be— not indifferent ! 
Hamp. Then each keep silence, praying God to 
spare 

His anger, cast not England quite away 
In this her visitation. 

A Puritan. Seven years long 

The Midianite drove Israel into dens 
And caves. Till God sent forth a mighty man, 
Even Gideon ! [Pym enters. 

Pym. Wentworth's come : nor sickness, care, 
The ravaged body nor the ruined soul, 
More than the winds and waves that beat his ship, 
Could keep him from the King. He has not reached 
Whitehall : they've hurried up a council there 
To lose no time and find him work enough. 
Where's Loudon ! Your Scots' Parliament . . . 

Loud. Holds firm : 

We were about to read reports. 

Pym. The King 

Has just dissolved your Parliament. 

Loud, and other Scots. Great God ! 

An oath-breaker ! Stand by us, England, then ! 
Pym. The King's too sanguine ; doubtless Went- 
worth's here ; 
But still some little form might be kept up. 
Hamp. Now speak, Vane ! Rudyard, you had 

much to say ! 
Hol x The rumour's false, then . . . 
Pym, Ay, the Court gives out 

His own concerns have brought him back : I know 
* Tis th e King calls him : Wentworth supersedes 
^^^■fce of Cottingtons and Hamiltons 
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Whose part is played : there's talk enough, by this — 
Merciful talk, the King thinks : time is now 
To turn the record's last and bloody leaf 
Which, chronicling a nation's great despair, 
Tells they were long rebellious, and their lord 
Indulgent, till, all kind expedients tried, 
He drew the sword on them and reigned in peace. 
Laud's laying his religion on the Scots 
Was the last gentle entry ; the new page 
Shall run, the King thinks, " Wentworth thrust it 
down 

At the sword's point." 

A Puritan. Fll do your bidding, Pym, 

England's and God's — one blow ! 

Pym. A goodly thing — 

We all say, friends, it is a goodly thing 
To right that England. Heaven grows dark above — 
Let's catch one moment ere the thunder fall, 
To say how well the English spirit comes out 
Beneath it ! All have done their best, indeed, 
From lion Eliot, that grand Englishman, 
To the least here ; and who, the least one here, 
When she is saved (for her redemption dawns, 
Dimly, most dimly, but it dawns — it dawns) 
Who'd give at any price his hope away 
Of being named along with the Great Men ? 
We would not — no, we would not give that up ! 

Vane. And one name shall be dearer than all 
names: 

When children, yet unborn, are taught that name 
After their fathers' — taught what matchless man . . . 
Pym. Saved England? What if Wentworth's 
should be still 
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That name? 

Rud. and others. 



We have just said it, Pym — 



his death 

Saves her ; we said it — there's no way beside ! 
I'll do God's bidding, Pym ; they struck down Joab 
And purged the land. - 



Rud. No, a calm vengeance : let the whole land 
rise 

And shout for it No Feltons ! 



England rejects all Feltons : most of all 

Since Wentworth . . . Hampden, say the trust again 

Of England in her servants — but I'll think 

You know me, all of you. Then, I believe, 

Spite of the Past, Wentworth rejoins you, friends ! 

Vane and others, Wentworth? Apostate ! Judas! 
Double-dyed 
A traitor ! Is it Pym indeed . . . 

Pym. Who says 

Vane never knew that Wentworth, loved that man, 
Was used to stroll with him, arm locked in arm, 
Along the streets to see the people pass 
And read in every island-countenance 
Fresh argument for God against the King : 
Never sate down, say, in the very house 
Where Eliot's brow^rew broad with noble thoughts, 
(You've joined us, Hampden — Hollis, you as well,) 
And then left talking over Gracchus' death . . . 

Vane. To frame — we know it, Pym — the choicest 



Vane. 



No villanous striking-down ! 



Pym. 



Rudyard, no ! 




Rights : he framed that clause 
' he took at the King's hand 
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His northern Presidency, which that bill 
Denounced. 

Pym, Too true ; never more, never more 

Walked we together. Most alone I went 
I have had friends — all here are fast my friends — 
But I shall never quite forget that friend. 
And yet, it could not but be real in him ! 
You, Vane — you, Rudyard, have no right to trust 
To Wentworth ; but can no one hope with me ? 
Hampden, will Wentworth dare shed English blood 
Like water ? 

Ham p. Ireland is Aceldama. 

Pym. Will he turn Scotland to a hunting-ground 
To please the King, now that he knows the King ? 
The people or the King — and that king, Charles ! 

Hamp. Pym, all here know you; you'll not set 
your heart 

On any baseless dream : but say one deed 
Of Wentworth's since he left us . . . 

[Shouting without. 
Vane, There ! he comes, 

And they shout for him ! Wentworth's at Whitehall, 
The King embracing him, now, as we speak, 
And he, to be his match in courtesies, 
Taking the whole war's risk upon himself ! 
Now, while you tell us here how changed he is ! 
Hear you ? 

Pym. And yet if 'tis a dream, no more, 

That Wentworth chose their side, and brought the 
King 

To love it as if Laud had loved it first, 
And the Queen after — that he led their cause 
Calm to success and kept it spotless through, 
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So that our very eyes could look upon 
The travail of our souls and close content 
That violence, which something mars the right 
Which sanctions it, had taken off no grace 
From its serene regard : only a dream ! 

Hamp. We meet here to accomplish certain good 
By obvious means, and keep tradition up 
Of free assemblages, else obsolete, 
In this poor chamber ; nor without effect 
Has friend met friend to counsel and confirm, 
As, listening to the beats of England's heart, 
They spoke its wants to Scotland's prompt reply 
By these her delegates. Remains alone 
That word grow deed, as with God's help it shall — 
But with the devil's hindrance, who doubts too ? 
Looked we or no that tyranny should turn 
Her engines of oppression to their use ? 
Whereof, suppose the worst be Wentworth here — 
Shall we break off the tactics which succeed 
In drawing out our formidablest foe, 
Let bickering and disunion take their place ? 
Or count his presence as our conquest's proof, 
And keep the old arms at their steady play ? 
Proceed to England's work ! Fiennes, read the list ! 

Fien. Ship-money is refused, or fiercely paid, 
In every county, save the northern parts 
Where Wentworth's influence . . . [Shouting, 

Vane. I in England's name 

Declare her work, this way, at end ! till now, 
Up to this moment, peaceful strife was best ! 
We English had free leave to think ; till now 
We kept the shadow of a Parliament 
In Scotland : but all's changed : they change the first, 
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They try brute-force for law — they, first of all . . . 
Voices, Good ! Talk enough ! The old true hearts 
with Vane ! 

Vane, Till we crush Wentworth for her, there's no 
act 

Serves England ! 

Voices, Vane for England ! 

Pytn. Pym should be 

Something to England. I seek Wentworth, friends. 



FROM PIPPA PASSES, 



PIPPA IS A GIRL FROM A SILK-FACTORY, WHOSE " PASSING" 
THE VARIOUS PERSONS OF THE PLAY, AT CERTAIN CRITICAL 
MOMENTS, IN THE COURSE OF HER HOLIDAY, BECOMES, UN- 
CONSCIOUSLY TO HERSELF, A DETERMINING INFLUENCE ON 
THE FORTUNE OF EACH. AT ASOLO IN THE TREVISAN. 



Morning. Up the Hill-side, inside the Shrub- 
house, Luca's Wife, Ottima, and het Paramour, 
the German Sebald. 

Seb, (sings.) Let the watching lids wink I 

Day^s a-tlaze with eyes, think — 
Deep into the night, drink f 
Otti. Night ? Such may be your Rhine-land nights, 
perhaps ; 
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Bu.t tW» Wood-red beam through the shutter's chink, 
— We call such light, the morning's : let us see ! 
Mind how you grope your way, though ! How these tall 
Naked geraniums straggle ! Push the lattice 
Behind that frame ! — Nay, do I bid you ? — Sebald, 
It shakes the dust down on me ! Why, of course 
The slide-bolt catches. — Well, are you content, 
Or must I find you something else to spoil? 
Kiss and be friends, my Sebald ! Is it full morning? 
Oh, don't speak then ! 

Seb. Ay, thus it used to be ! 

Ever your house was, I remember, shut 
Till mid-day ; I observed that, as I strolled 
On mornings thro* the vale here : country girls 
Were noisy, washing garments in the brook, 
Hinds drove the slow white oxen up the hills, 
But no, your house was mute, would ope no eye ! 
And wisely — you were plotting one thing there, 
Nature, another outside : I looked up — 
Rough white wood shutters, rusty iron bars, 
Silent as death, blind in a flood of light. 
Oh, I remember ! — and the peasants laughed 
And said, "The old man sleeps with the young wife. " 
This house was his, this chair, this window — his ! 

Ottu Ah, the clear morning ! I can see St. Mark's : 
That black streak is the belfry. Stop : Vicenza 
Should lie . . . There's Padua, plain enough, that 
blue I 

Look o'er my shoulder, follow my finger. 

Seb. Morning ? 

It seems to me a night with a sun added. 
Where's dew? where's freshness? That bruised 
plant, I bruised 
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In getting thro* the lattice yestereve, 
Droops as it did. See, here's my elbow's mark 
In the dust on the sill. 
9 OtH. Oh shut the ^ttice, pray ! 

Seb. Let me lean out. I cannot scent blood here, 
Foul as the morn may be. 

There, shut the world out ! 
How do you feel now, Ottima ? There, curse 
The world and all outside ! Let us throw off 
This mask. How do you bear yourself? Let's out 
With all of it ! 

Otti. Best never speak of it. 

Seb. Best speak again and yet again of it, 
Till words cease to be more than words. "His blood, ' ' 
For instance — let those two words mean " His blood " 
And nothing more. Notice, I'll say them now, 
"His blood." 

Otti. Assuredly if I repented 

The deed— 

Seb. Repent ? who should repent, or why ? 

What puts that in your head ? Did I once say 

That I repented ? 

Otti. No, I said the deed — 

Seb. "The deed," and "the event "—just now 
it was 

" Our passion's fruit" — the devil take such cant ! 
Say, once and always, Luca was a wittol, 
I am his cut-throat, you are — 

OtH. Here is the wine ; 

I brought it when we left the house above, 
And glasses too — wine of both sorts. Black ? white, 
then? 

Seb. But am not I his cut-throat % What are you? 
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Otti. There, trudges on his business from the Duomo 
Benet the Capuchin, with his brown hood 
And bare feet — always in one place at church, 
Close under the stone wall by the south entry. 
I used to take him for a brown cold piece 
Of the wall's self, as out of it he rose 
To let me pass — at first, I say, I used — 
Now, so has that dumb figure fastened on me, 
I rather should account the plastered wall 
A piece of him, so chilly does it strike. 
This, Sebald? 

Seb. No — the white wine, the white wine ! 

Well, Ottima, I promised no new year 
Should rise on us the ancient shameful way, 
Nor does it rise : pour on ! To your black eyes 
Do you remember last damned New Year's Day ? 

Otti. You brought those foreign prints. We looked 
at them 

Over the wine and fruit I had to scheme 
To get him from the fire. Nothing but saying 
His own set wants the proof-mark, roused him up 
To hunt them out 

Seb. 'Faith, he is not alive 

To fondle you before my face ! 

Otti. Do you 

Fondle me, then ! who means to take your life 
For that, my Sebald? 

Seb. Hark you, Ottima, 

One thing's to guard against We'll not make 
much 

One of the other — that is, not make more 
Parade of warmth, childish officious coil, 
Than yesterday — as if, sweet, I supposed 
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Proof upon proof was needed now, now first, 
To show I love you — yes, still love you, love you 
In spite of Luca and what's come to him 
— Sure sign we had him ever in our thoughts, 
White sneering old reproachful face and all ! 
We'll even quarrel, Love, at times, as if 
We still could lose each other, were not tied 
By this — conceive you ? 

Otti. Love — 
Seb. , Not tied so sure ! 

Because though I was wrought upon, have struck 
His insolence back into him, am I, Love, 
So surely yours ?— therefore, for ever yours ? 

Otti. Love, to be wise, (one counsel pays another), 
Should we have— months ago, when first we loved, 
For instance that May morning we two stole 
Under the green ascent of sycamores, 
If we had come upon a thing like that 
Suddenly . . . 
Seb. " A thing " — there again — * * a thing ! " 
Otti, Then, Venus' body, had we come upon 
My husband Luca Gaddi's murdered corpse 
Within there, at his couch-foot, covered close — 
Would you have pored upon it ? Why persist 
In poring now upon it ? For 'tis here 



As much as there in the deserted house : 
You cannot rid your eyes of it : for me, 
Now he is dead I hate him worse — I hate . . . 
Dare you stay here ? I would go back and hold 
His two dead hands, and say, I hate you worse 
Luca, than . . . 

Seb. Off, off; take your hands off mine ! 

'Tis the hot evening— off! oh, morning, is it? 
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Otti. There's one thing must be done ; you know 
what thing. 
Come in and help to cany. We may sleep 
Anywhere in the whole wide house to-night. 

Seb. What would come, think yon, if we let him Ke 
Just as he is ? Let him lie there until 
The angels take him ! He is turned by this 
Off from his face, beside, as you will see. 

Otti. This dusty pane might serve for looking-glass. 
Three, four — four grey hairs ! Is it so you said 
A plait of hair should wave across my neck ? 
No — this way ! 

Seb. Otthna, I would give your neck, 

Each splendid shoulder, both those breasts of yours, 
That this were undone ! Killing ?— Kill the world. 
So Luca lives again ! — ay, lives to sputter 
His fulsome dotage on you — yes, and feign 
Surprise that I returned at eve to sup, 
When all the morning I was loitering here — 
Bid me despatch my business and begone. 
I would . . . 

Otti. See! 

Seb. No, I'll finish ! Do you think 

I fear to speak the bare truth once for all ? 
All we have talked of is, at bottom, fine 
To suffer ; there's a recompense in guilt ; 
One must be venturous and fortunate : 
What is one young for, else ? In age well sigh 
O'er the wild, reckless, wicked days flown over ; 
Still, we have lived ! The vice was in its place. 
But to have eaten Luca's bread, have worn 
His clothes, have felt his money swell my purse — 
Do lovers in romances sin that way? 
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Why, I was starving when I used to call 

And teach you music, starving while you plucked me 

These flowers to smell \ 



Life, nothing less : what if he did reproach 
My perfidy, and threaten, and do more — 
Had he no right ? What was to wonder at ? 
He sate by us at table quietly — 
Why must you lean across till our cheeks touch' d ? 
Could he do less than make pretence to strike me ? 
Tis not for the crime's sake — I'd commit ten crimes 
Greater, to have this crime wiped out, undone ! 
And you — O, how feel you ? Feel you for me ? 

Otti. Well, then, I love you better now than ever, 
And best (look at me while I speak to you) — 
Best for the crime ; nor do I grieve, in truth, 
This mask, this simulated ignorance, 
This affectation of simplicity, 
Falls off our crime ; this naked crime of ours 
May not, now, be looked over : look it down, then ! 
Great ? let it be great ; but the joys it brought, 
Pay they or no its price ? Come : they or it ! 
Speak not ! The Past, would you give up the Past 
Such as it is, pleasure and crime together? 
Give up that noon I owned my love for you ? 
The garden's silence ! even the single bee 
Persisting in his toil, suddenly stopt ; 
And where he hid, you only could surmise 
By some campanula's chalice set a-swing : 
Who stammered — " Yes, I love you ? " 

Seb. And I drew 

Back ; put far back your face with both my hands 



Otti. 
Seb. 



My poor lost friend \ 



He gave me 



1 48 Dramas. 

Lest you should grow too full of me — your face 
So seemed athirst for my whole soul and body ! 

Otti. And when I ventured to receive you here, 
Made you steal hither in the mornings — 

Seb. When 
I used to look up 'neath the shrub-house here, 
Till the red fire on its glazed windows spread 
To a yellow haze ? 

Otti. Ah — my sign was, the sun 
Inflamed the sere side of yon chestnut-tree 
Nipt by the first frost 

Seb. You would always laugh 

At my wet boots : I had to stride through grass 
Over my ancles. 

Otti. Then our crowning night ! 

Seb. The July night ? 

Otti. The day of it too, Sebald ! 
When the heaven's pillars seemed o'erbowed with heat, 
Its black-blue canopy seemed let descend 
Close on us both, to weigh down each to each, 
And smother up all life except our life. 
So lay we till the storm came. 

Seb. How it came ! 

Otti, Buried in woods we lay, you recollect ; 
Swift ran the searching tempest overhead ; 
And ever and anon some bright white shaft 
Burnt thro* the pine-tree roof, here burnt and there, 
As if God's messenger through the close wood-screen 
Plunged and replunged his weapon at a venture, 
Feeling for guilty thee and me : then broke 
The thunder like a whole sea overhead — 

Seb. Yes ! 

^ "^^ e * stretc ^ myself upon you, hands 
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To hands, my mouth to your hot mouth, and shook 
All my locks loose, and covered you with them — 
You, Sebald, the same you ! 

Seb. Slower, Ottima ! 

Otti. And as we lay — 

Seb. Less vehemently ! Love me ! 
Forgive me ! take not words, mere words, to heart ! 
Your breath is worse than wine. Breathe slow, 

speak slow ! 
Do not lean on me ! 

Otti. Sebald, as we lay, 
Rising and falling only with our pants, 
Who said, " Let death come now ! 'tis right to die ! 
Right to be punished ! nought completes such bliss 
But woe ! " Who said that ? 

Seb. How did we ever rise ? 
Was't that we slept ? Why did it end ? 

Otti. I felt you 

Tapering into a point the ruffled ends 
Of my loose locks 'twixt both your humid lips — 
(My hair is fallen now : knot it again !) 

Seb. I kiss you now, dear Ottima, now, and now ! 
This way ? Will you forgive me — be once more 
My great queen ? 

Otti. Bind it thrice about my brow ! 

Crown me your queen, your spirit's arbitress, 
Magnificent in sin. Say that ! 

Seb. I crown you 

My great white queen, my spirifs arbitress, 
Magnificent . . . 
(From without is heard the voice of Pippa, singing) 
The year* s at the spring, 
And day's at the morn ; 
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Morning's at seven ; 
The kill-side's dew-pearled : 
The lark's on the wing ; 
The snaiVs on the thorn ; 
God's in His heaven — 
All's right with the world I 



Seb. God's in His heaven! Do you hear that? 
Who spoke ? 
You, you spoke ! 



She must have rested on the step : we give them 

But this one holiday the whole year round. 

Did you ever see our silk-mills — their inside ? 

There are ten silk-mills now belong to you. 

She stoops to pick my double heartsease . . . Sh ! 

She does not hear : call you out louder ! 

Seb. Leave me ! 

Go, get your clothes on — dress those shoulders ! 

Otti. Sebald? 

Seb. Wipe off that paint I hate you ! 

Otti. Miserable ! 

Seb. My God ! and she is emptied of it now 1 
Outright now ! — how miraculously gone 
All of the grace — had she not strange grace once ? 
Why, the blank cheek hangs listless as it likes, 
No purpose holds the features up together, 
Only the cloven brow and puckered chin 
Stay in their places : and the very hair, 
That seemed to have a sort of life in it, 
Drops, a dead web ! 



(Pippa passes.) 



Otti. 



Oh— that little ragged girl ! 



Otti. 



Speak to me-— speak not of me ! 
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Seb. — That round great fall-orbed face, where not 
an angle 

Broke the delicious indolence — all broken ! 

Otti. To me — not of me! — ungrateful, perjured 
cheat ! 

A coward, too : but ingrate's worse than all 1 
Beggar — my slave — a fawning, cringing lie ! 
Leave me I Betray me ! I can see your drift 1 
A lie that walks, and eats, and drinks ! 

Seb. My God! 

Those morbid, olive, faultless shoulder-blades — 
I should have known there was no blood beneath ! 

Otti. You hate me, then ? You hate me, then ? 

Seb. To think 

She would succeed in her absurd attempt, 
And fascinate by sinning, and show herself 
Superior — Guilt from its excess, superior 
To Innocence ! That little peasant's voice 
Has righted all again. Though I be lost, 
I know which is the better, never fear, 
Of vice or virtue, purity or lust, 
Nature, or trick ! I see what I have done, 
Entirely now ! Oh, I am proud to feel 
Such torments — let the world take credit thence — 
I, having done my deed, pay too its price ! 
I hate, hate— curse you ! God's in His heaven ! 

Otti. —Me ! 

Me ! no, no, Sebald — not yourself— kill me ! 
Mine is the whole crime — do but kill me — then 
Yourself— then — presently — first hear me speak — 
I always meant to kill myself— wait, you ! 
Lean on my breast — not as a breast ; don't love me 
The more because you lean on me, my own 
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Heart's Sebald ! There — there — both deaths presently! 
Seb. My brain is drowned now — quite drowned: 
all I feel 

Is ... is at swift-recurring intervals, 
A hurrying- down within me, as of waters 
Loosened to smother up some ghastly pit — 
There they go — whirls from a black, fiery sea ! 
Otti. Not to me, God — to him be merciful ! 



From KING VICTOR and KING CHARLES. 

VICTOR AMADEUS, KING OF SARDINIA, HAVING ABDICATED 
IN FAVOUR OF HIS SON, CHARLES EMANUEL, DETERMINES, ON 
THE SUBSIDENCE OF THE POLITICAL DANGERS WHICH SUG- 
GESTED THAT STEP, TO RESUME HIS DIGNITY, IN RELIANCE 
UPON THE DUTY OF HIS SON, THE INSIGNIFICANCY OF HIS 
DAUGHTER-IN-LAW, AND THE OBSEQUIOUSNESS OF HIS OLD 
MINISTER D'ORMEA. FOR THIS PURPOSE HE PROCEEDS TO 
RIVOLI PALACE, NEAR TURIN, DURING THE PRESUMED ABSENCE 
OF THE NEW KING. 

Vic. Sure I heard voices ? No ! Well, I do best 
To make at once for this, the heart o' the place. 
The old room ! Nothing changed ! So near my seat, 
D'Ormea ? {Pushing away the stool which is by the 
King's chair. 

I want that meeting over first, 
I know not why. Tush, D'Ormea won't be slow 
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To hearten me, the supple knave ! That burst 
Of spite so eased him ! He'll inform me . . . 

What? 

Why come I hither ? All's in rough ; let all 

Remain rough ; there's full time to draw back — nay, 

There's nought to draw back from, as yet : whereas, 

If reason should be, to arrest a course 

Of error — reason good, to interpose 

And save, as I have saved so many times, 

Our House, admonish my son's giddy youth, 

Relieve him of a weight that proves too much, 

Now is the time — or now or never. 'Faith, 

This kind of step is pitiful, not due 

To Charles, this stealing back — hither, because 

He's from his capital ! Oh, Victor ! Victor ! 

But thus it is : the age of crafty men 

Is loathsome ; youth contrives to carry oft 

Dissimulation ; we may intersperse 

Extenuating passages of strength, 

Ardour, vivacity and wit — may turn 

E'en guile into a voluntary grace : 

But one's old age, when graces drop away 

And leave guile the pure staple of our lives — 

Ah, loathsome ! 

Not so — or why pause I ? Turin 
Is mine to have, were I so minded, for 
The asking ; all the army's mine — I've witnessed 
Each private fight beneath me ; all the court's 
Mine too ; and, best of all, my D'Ormea's still 
His D'Ormea ; no ! there's some grace clinging yet. 
Had I decided on this step, ere midnight 
I'd take the crown. 

No ! Just this step to rise 
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Exhausts me. Here am I arrived: the rest 
Must be done for me. Would I could sit here 
And let things right themselves, the masque un- 
masque 

— Of the King, crownless, grey hairs and hot blood — 

The young King, crowned, but calm before his time, 

They say — the eager mistress with her taunts — 

And the sad earnest wife who motions me 

Away — ay, there she knelt to me ! E'en yet 

I can return and sleep at Chambery 

A dream out. Rather shake it off at Turin, 

King Victor ! Is't to Turin — yes, or no ? 

'Tis this relentless noonday-lighted chamber, 

Lighted like life, but silent as the grave, 

That disconcerts me ! There the change must strike. 

No silence last year ! some one flung doors wide 

(Those two great doors which scrutinise me now) 

And out I went 'mid crowds of men, men talking, 

Men watching if my lip fell or brow knit ; 

Men saw me safe forth, put me on my road : 

That makes the misery of this return ! 

Oh, had a battle done it ! Had I dropped, 

Haling some battle, three entire days old, 

Hither and thither by the forehead — dropped 

In Spain, in Austria, best of all, in France, 

Spurned on its horns or underneath its hooves, 

When the spent monster went upon its knees 

To pad and pash the prostrate wretch— I, Victor, 

Sole to have stood up against France, beat down 

By inches, brayed to pieces finally 

By some vast unimaginable charge, 

A flying hell of horse and foot and guns 

Over me, and all's lost, for ever lost, 
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There's no more Victor when the world wakes up ! 

Then silence, as of a raw battle-field, 

Throughout the world. Then after (as whole days 

After, you'd catch at intervals faint noise 

Through the stiff crust of frozen blood) — there creeps 

A rumour forth, so faint, no noise at all, 

That a strange old man, with face outworn for wounds, 

Is stumbling on from frontier town to town, 

Begging a pittance that may help him find 

His Turin out ; what scorn and laughter follow 

The coin you fling into his cap ! and last, 

Some bright morn, how men crowd about the midst 

Of the market-place, where takes the old king breath 

Ere with his crutch he strike the palace-gate 

Wide ope ! 

To Turin, yes or no — ot no ? 

Re-enter Charles with papers. 

Cha. Just as I thought I A miserable falsehood 
Of hirelings discontented with their pay 
And longing for enfranchisement ! The few 
Testy expressions of old age that thinks 
To keep alive its dignity o'er slaves 
By means that suit their natures 1 

[ Tearing them, ] Thus they shake 
My faith in Victor I 

[ Turnings he discovers Victor. 

Vic, \pfter a pause, .] Not at Evian, Charles ? 
What's this ? Why do you run to close the doors ? 
No welcome for your father ? 

Cha, Not his voice I 

What would I give for one imperious tone 
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Of the old sort ! That's gone for ever. 

Vic. Must 
I ask once more . . . 

Cha. No — I concede it, sir ! 



You are returned for . . . true, your health declines ; 
True, Chambery's a bleak unkindly spot ; 
You'd chose one fitter for your final lodge — 
Veneria — or Moncaglier — ay, that's close, 
And I concede it. 

Vic. I received advices 

Of the conclusion of the Spanish matter 
Dated from Evian baths . . . 

Cha. And you forbore 

To visit me at Evian, satisfied 
The work I had to do would fully task 
The little wit I have, and that your presence 
Would only disconcert me — 

Vic. Charles? 

Cha. — Me — set 

For ever in a foreign course to yours, 
And . . . 

Sir, this way of wile were good to catch, 
But I have not the sleight of it. The truth ! 
Though I sink under it ! What brings you here ? 

Vic. Not hope of this reception, certainly, 
From one who'd scarce assume a stranger mode 
Of speech, did I return to bring about 
Some awfulest calamity ! 

Cha. You mean, 

Did you require your crown again ! Oh yes, 
I should speak otherwise ! But turn not that 
To jesting. Sir, the truth ! Your health declines ? 
Is aught deficient in your equipage ? 
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Wisely you seek myself to make complaint, 
And foil the malice of the world which laughs 
At petty discontents ; but I shall care 
That not a soul knows of this visit Speak ! 

Vic. [Aside.] Here is the grateful, much-professing 
son 

Prepared to worship me, for whose sole sake 
I think to waive my plans of public good ! 
[Aloud.] Nay, Charles, if I did seek to take once 
more 

My crown, were so disposed to plague myself, 
What would be warrant for this bitterness ? 
I gave it — grant, I would resume it — well ? 

Cha. I should say simply, leaving out the why 
And how, you made me swear to keep that crown : 
And as you then intended . . . 

Vic. Fool! What way 

Could I intend or not intend ? As man, 
With a man's will, when I say "I intend," 
I can intend up to a certain point, 
No farther. I intended to preserve 
The Crown of Savoy and Sardinia whole : 
And if events arise demonstrating 
The way, I hoped should guard it, rather like 
To lose it . . . 

Cha. Keep within your sphere and mine ! 

It is God's province we usurp on, else. 
Here, blindfold through the maze of things we walk 
By a slight clue of false, true, right and wrong ; 
All else is rambling and presumption. I 
Have sworn to keep this kingdom : there's my truth. 

Vic. Truth, boy, is here — within my breast ; and in 
Your recognition of it, truth is, too ; 
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And in the effect of all this tortuous dealing 
With falsehood, used to carry out the truth, 
— In its success, this falsehood turns, again, 
Truth for the world ! But you are right : these 
themes 

Are over-subtle. I should rather say 
In such a case, frankly — >it fails, my scheme : 
I hoped to see you bring about, yourself, 
What I must bring about : I interpose 
On your behalf, with my son's good in sight, 
To hold what he is nearly letting go — 
Confirm his title — add a grace, perhaps. 
There's Sicily, for instance, granted me 
And taken back some years since ; till I give 
That island with the rest, my work's half done. 
For his sake, therefore, as of those he rules . . , 
Cha. Our sakes are one — and that, you could not 
say, 

Because my answer would present itself 
Forthwith ; a year has wrought an age's change : 
This people's not the people now, you once 
Could benefit ; nor is my policy 
Your policy. 

Vic. [with an outburst'] I know it \ You undo 
All I have done, my life of toil and care ! 
I left you this the absolutist rule 
In Europe ; do you think I will sit still 
And see you throw all power off to the people — 
See my Sardinia, that has stood apart, 
Join in the mad and democratic whirl 
Whereto I see all Europe haste full-tide ? 
England casts off her kings; France mimics Eng- 
land ; 
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This realm I hoped was safe ! Yet here I talk, 
When I can save it, not by force alone, 
But bidding plagues, which follow sons like you, 
Fasten upon my disobedient . . . 

{Recollecting himself. \ Surely 
I could say this, if minded so, my son ? 

Cha. You could not ! Bitterer curses than your 
curse 

Have I long since denounced upon myself 
If I misused my power. In fear of these 
I entered on those measures, will abide 
By them : so, I should say, Count Tende . . . 

Vic. No ! 

But no ! But if, my Charles, your — more than old — 
Half-foolish father urged these arguments, 
And then confessed them futile, but said plainly 
That he forgot his promise, found his strength 
Fail him, had thought at savage Chambery 
Too much of brilliant Turin, Rivoli here, 
And Susa, and Veneria, and Superga — 
Pined for the pleasant places he had built 
When he was fortunate and young — 

Cha. My father ! 

Vic. Stay yet — and if he said he could not die 
Deprived of baubles he had put aside, 
He deemed, for ever — of the crown that binds 
Your brain up, whole, sound and impregnable, 
Creating kingliness — the sceptre, too, 
Whose mere wind, should you wave it, back would 
beat 

Invaders-^-and the golden ball which throbs 

As if you grasped the palpitating heart 

Indeed o\ the realm, to mould as you may choose ! 
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— If I must totter up and down the streets 
My sires built, where myself have introduced 
And fostered laws and letters, sciences, 
The civil and the military arts — 
Stay, Charles — I see you letting me pretend 
To live my former self once more — King Victor, 
The venturous yet politic — they style me 
Again, the Father of the Prince — friends wink 
Good-humouredly at the delusion you 
So sedulously guard from all rough truths 
That else would break upon the dotage ! — You — 
Whom now I see preventing my old shame — 
I tell not, point by cruel point, my tale — 
For is't not in your breast my brow is hid ? 
Is not your hand extended ? Say you not . . . 



Enter D'Ormea, leading in POLYXENA. 



Pol. [advancing and withdrawing CHARLES — to 
Victor.] 

In this conjuncture, even, he would say — 

(Though with a moistened eye and quivering lip) 

The suppliant is my father; I must save 

A great man from himself, nor see him fling 

His well-earned fame away : there must not follow 

Ruin so utter, a break-down of worth 

So absolute : no enemy shall learn 

He thrust his child 'twixt danger and himself, 

And, when that child somehow stood danger out, 

Stole back with serpent wiles to ruin Charles 
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— Body, that's much, — and soul, that's more— and 
realm, 

That's most of all ! No enemy shall say . . . 
L?0. Do you repent, sir ? 

Vic. [resuming himself.] IVOrmea ? This is well ! 
Worthily done, King Charles, craftily done J 
Judiciously you post these, to o'erhear 
The little your importunate father thrusts 
Himself on you to say ! Ay, they'll correct 
The amiable blind facility 
You showed in answering his peevish suit : 
What can he need to sue for? Bravely, D'Ormea, 
Have you fulfilled your office : but for you, 
The old Count might have drawn some few more 
livres 

To swell his income ! Had you, Lady, missed 
The moment, a permission had been granted ■ 
To build afresh my ruinous old pile ! 
But you remembered properly the list 
Of wise precautions / took when I gave 
Nearly as much away — to reap the fruits 
I might have looked for ! 

Cha. Thanks, sir : degrade me, 

So you remain yourself. Adieu ! 

Vic. Ill not 

Forget it for the future, nor presume 
Next time to slight such mediators ! Nay — 
Had I first moved them both to intercede, 
I. might have had a chamber in Moncaglier 
— Who knows ? 

Cha. Adieu ! 

Vic, You bid me this adieu 

With the old spirit ? 

M 
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Cha. Adieu! 

Vic. Charles—Charles ! 

Cha. , . Adieu ! 

[Victor goes. 



Cha, You were mistaken, Marquis, as you hear ! 
'Twas for another purpose the Count came. 
The Count desires Moncaglier. Give the order ! 

D'O. [leisurely. 1 Your minister has lost your con- 
fidence, 

Asserting late, for his own purposes, 
Count Tende would ... 

Cha. \flinging his badge back.] Be still', the minis- 
ter ! 

And give a loose to your insulting joy — 
It irks me more thus stifled than expressed. 
Loose it ! 

There's none to loose, alas ! — I see 
I never am to die a martyr. 
Pol. Charles ! 

Cha. No praise, at least, Polyxena— no praise ! 



FROM THE RETURN OF THE DRUSES. 



IN AN ISLAND COLONIZED BY THE DRUSES, AND GARRISONED 
BY THE KNIGHTS-HOSPITALLERS, DJABAL HAS ANNOUNCED 
HIMSELF AS THE EXPECTED HAKEEM AND DELIVERER OF HIS 
PEOPLE. ANAEL, HIS LOVE, HAVING, IN ATTESTATION OF HER 
FAITH IN THIS, SLAIN THE PREFECT, THEIR OPPRESSOR, 
RECEIVES THE AVOWAL OF HER LOVER'S IMPOSTURE, AND 
DECLARES IT TO THE NUNCIO SUCCEEDING TO THE TYRANNY 
OF HIS PREDECESSOR, JUST AS THE VENETIAN SUCCOURS, 
INVITED BY DJABAL, ARE ABOUT TO ARRIVE. LOYS DE 
DREUX, A YOUNG KNIGHT, FRIENDLY TO DJABAL, LOVES 
ANAEL ALSO. . . , 

Act V. 

The Uninitiated Druses, covering the stage tumuttu* 
ousfy, and speaking together. 

Here flock we, obeying the summons. Lo, Hakeem 
hath appeared, and the Prefect is dead, and we return 
to Lebanon ! My manufacture of goats' fleece must, I 
doubt, soon fall away there. Come, old Nasif— link 
thine arm in mine — we fight, if needs be. Come, what 
is a great fight- word? "Lebanon?" (My daughter — 
my daughter!) — But is Khalil to have the office of 
Hamza ? — Nay, rather, if he be wise, the monopoly 
of henna and cloves. Where is Hakeem ? — The only 
prophet I ever saw, prophesied at Cairo once, in my 
youth — a little black Copht, dressed all in black too, 
with a great stripe of yellow cloth flapping down be- 
hind him like the back-fin of a water-serpent Is this 
he ? Biamrallah I Biamreh ! Hakeem ! 

M 2 
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Enter the Nuncio with Guards. 
Nuncio, [to his Attendants.] Hold both, the sorcerer 
and this accomplice 
Ye talk of, that accuseth him ! And tell 
Sir Loys he is mine, the Church's hope : 
Bid him approve himself our Knight indeed ! 
Lo, this black disemboguing of the Isle ! 
[To the Druses.] Ah, children, what a sight for these 
old eyes 

That kept themselves alive this voyage through 
To smile their very last on you I I came 
To gather one and all you wandering sheep 
Into my fold, as tho' a father came . • ♦ 
As tho', in coming, a father should . . . 

[To his Guards.] (Ten, twelve, 
— Twelve guards of you, and not an outlet ? None ? 
The wizards stop each avenue ? Keep close !) , 
[ To the Druses. ] As if one came to a son's house, I say, 
So did I come — no guard with me — to find . • 
Alas — Alas ! 

A Druse, Who is the old man ? 

Another, Oh, ye are to shout ! 

Children, he styles you. 

Druses, Ay, the Prefect's slain ! 

Glory to the Khalif, our Father ! 

Nuncio, Even so ! 

I find, (ye prompt aright) your Father slain ! 
While most he plotted for your good, that Father 
(Alas ! how kind, ye never knew) — lies slain ! 
[Aside,] (And Hell's worm gnaw the glozing knave — 

with me, 
For being duped by his cajoleries ! 
Are these the Christians ? These the docile crew 
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My bezants went to make me Bishop o'er ?) 

[To his Attendants, who whisper.'] What say ye does 

this wizard style himself ? 
Hakeem? Biamrallah? The third Fatemite ? 
What is this jargon ? He — the insane Khalif, 
Dead near three hundred years ago, come back 
In flesh and blood again ? 

Druses. He mutters ! Hear ye ? 

He is blaspheming Hakeem. The old man 
Is our dead Prefect's friend ! Tear him ! 

Nuncio. Ye dare not ! 

I stand here with my five-and-seventy years, 
The Patriarch's power behind, and God's above me ! 
Those years have witnessed sin enough ; ere now 
Misguided men arose against their lords, 
And found excuse ; but ye, to be enslaved 
By sorceries — cheats ; — alas ! the same tricks, tried 
On my poor children in this nook of the earth, 
Could triumph, — that have been successively 
Exploded, laughed to scorn, all nations thro' — 
"jRomaioi, Ioudaioi te kai proselutoi, 
" Cretes and Arabians " — you are duped the last ! 
Said I, refrain from tearing me ? I pray ye 
Tear me 1 Shall I return to tell the Patriarch 
That so much love was wasted — every gift 
Rejected, from his benison I brought, 
Down to the galley-full of bezants, sunk 
An hour since at the harbour's mouth, by that . . . 
That . . . never will I speak his hated name t 
[To his Servants.] What was the name his fellow slip- 
fetter 

Called their arch-wizard by? [they whisper.] Oh, 
Djabal was't ? 
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Druses. But how a sorcerer ? false wherein ? 

Nuncio* (Ay, Djabal !) 

How false ? Ye know not, Djabal has confessed . . . 
Nay, that by tokens found on him we learn . . . 
What I sailed hither solely to divulge — > 
How by his spells the demons were allured 
To seize you — not that these be aught save lies 
And mere illusions. Is this clear ? I say, 
By measures such as these, he would have led you 
Into a monstrous ruin : follow ye ? 
Say, shall ye perish for his sake, my sons ? 

Druses. Hark ye! 

Nuncio* — Be of one privilege amerced ? 

No ! Infinite the Patriarch's mercies be ! ** 
No ! With the Patriarch's license, still I bid ye 
Tear him to pieces who misled you ! Haste ! 

Druses. The old man's beard shakes, and his eyes 
are white fire ! After all, I know nothing of Djabal 
beyond what Karshook says; he knows but what 
Khalil says ; who knows just what Djabal says him- 
self. Now, the little Copht Prophet, I saw at Cairo in 
my youth, began by promising each bystander three 
full measures of wheat . . . 

Enter Khalil and the Initiated Druses. 

Kha. Venice and her deliverance are at hand ! 
Their fleet stands thro' the harbour ! Hath he slain 
The Prefect yet ? Is Djabal's change come yet ? 
Nuncio [to Attendants.] What's this of Venice? 
Who's this boy ? 
[Attendants whisper.] One Khalil ? 
Djabal' s accomplice, Loys called, but now, 
The only Druse, save Djabal's self, to fear ? 
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[To the Druses.] I cannot hear ye with these aged 
ears. 

Is it so ? Ye would have my troops assist ? 

Doth he abet him in his sorceries ? 

Down with the cheat, guards, as my children bid ! 

[They spring at Khalil : as he beats them back, 
Stay — no more bloodshed — spare deluded youth ! 
Whom seek'st thou? (I will teach him) — Whom, my 
child? 

Thou knoVst not what these know, what these <}eclare. 

I am an old man, as thou seest — have done 

With earth, and what should move me but the truth ? 

Art thou the only fond one of thy tribe ? 

'Tis I interpret for thy tribe ! 

Kha, Oh, this 

Is the expected Nuncio ! Druses, hear — 
Endure ye this ? Unworthy to partake 
The glory Hakeem gains you ! While I speak, 
The ships touch land : who makes for Lebanon ? 
They'll plant the winged lion in these halls ! 

Nuncio, [Aside,] If it be true! Venice? — Oh, never 
true ! 

Yet Venice would so gladly thwart our Knights, 
And fain get footing here, stand close by Rhodes ! 
Oh, to be duped this way ! 

Kha, Ere he appears 

To lead you gloriously, repent, I say I 

Nuncio [Aside,] Nor any way to stretch the arch* 
wizard stark 
Ere the Venetians come ? Be he cut off, 
The rest were easily tamed, [to the Druses.] He? 

Bring him forth ! 
Since so you needs will have it, I assent ! 
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You'd judge him, say you, on the spot ? Confound 
The sorcerer in his very circle ? Where's 
Our short black-bearded sallow friend who said 
He'd earn the Patriarch's guerdon by a stab ? 
Bring Djabal forth at once ! 

Druses. Ay, bring him forth ! 

The Patriarch drives a trade in oil and silk, 
And we're the Patriarch's children — true men, we ! 
Where is the glory ? Show us all the glory ! 

Kha % You dare not so insult him ! What, not see . . . 
(I tell thee, Nuncio, these are uninstructed, 
Untrusted — they know nothing of our Khalif !) 
— Not see that if he lets a doubt arise 
'Tis but to give yourselves the chance of seeming 
To have some influence in your own Return ! 
That all may say they would have trusted him 
Without the all-convincing glory — ay, 
And did ! Embrace the occasion, friends ! For, think — 
What merit when his change takes place ? But now, 
For your sakes, he should not reveal himself ! 
No — could I ask and have, I would not ask 
The change yet ! 



I had said, pardon them for me — for Anael — 
For our sakes pardon these besotted men — 
Ay — for thine own — they hurt not thee ! Yet now 
One thought swells in me and keeps down all else. 
This Nuncio couples shame with thee, has called 
Imposture thy whole course, all bitter things 
To hear— he is but an old fretful man ! 
Hakeem — nay, I must call thee Hakeem now— 



Enter Djabal and Loys. 

Spite of all, reveal thyself! 
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Reveal thyself ! See! Where is Anael ?— See \ 
Loys [to Dja.] Here are thy people! Keep thy 

word to me 1 
Dja. Who of my people hath accused me ? 
Nuncio. So ! 

So, this is Djabal, Hakeem, and what not ? 

A fit deed, Loys, for thy first Knight's day ! 

May it be augury of thy after life ! 

Ever be truncheon of the Church as now 

That, Nuncio of the Patriarch, having charge 

Of the Isle here, I claim thee [turning to Dja.] as 
these bid me, 

Forfeit for murder done thy lawful prince, 

Thou conjuror that peep'st and mutterest ! 

Why should I hold thee from their hands ? (Spells, 
children ? 

But hear how I dispose of all his spells !) 

Thou art a Prophet ? — would'st entice thy tribe 

Away ? — thou workest miracles ? (Attend ! 

Let him but move me with his spells!) I, Nuncio . . . 

Dja. . . Which how thou cam'st to be, I say not now, 
Though I have also been at Stamboul, Luke ! 
— Ply thee with spells, forsooth ! What need of 
spells ? 

If Venice, in her admiral's person, stoop 

To ratify thy compact with her foes, 

The Hospitallers, for this Isle — withdraw 

Her warrant of the deed which reinstates 

My people in their freedom, tricked away 

By him I slew, — refuse to convoy us 

To Lebanon and keep the Isle we leave — 

— Then will be time to try what spells can do ! 

Dost thou dispute the Republic's power ? 
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Recreant! 

Druses. Stand back, fool ! farther ! Suddenly 
You shall see some huge serpent glide from under 
The empty vest, or down will thunder crash ! 
Back, Khalil! 

Kha. I go back ? Thus go I back ! 

[To An.] Unveil ! Nay, thou shalt face the Khalif ! 
Thus! 

[He tears away Anael's veil: Djabal folds his 
arms and bows his head: the Druses fall back : 
Loys springs from the side of Djabal and 
the Nuncio. 
Loys. Then she was true — she only of them all ! 
True to her eyes — may keep those glorious eyes, 
And now be mine, once again mine ! Oh, Anael, 
Dared I think thee a partner in his crime — 
That blood could soil that hand ? nay, 'tis mine — 
Anael, 

— Not mine ? — Who offer thee before all these 
My heart, my sword, my name — so thou wilt say 
That Djabal, who affirms thou art his bride, 
Lies ! say but that he lies ! 

Dja. Thou, Anael ? 

Loys. Nay, Djabal, nay, one chance for me — the 
last! 

Thou hast had every other ; thou hast spoken 
Days, nights, what falsehood listed thee — let me 
Speak first, now ; I will speak, now ! 

Nuncio. Loys, pause ! 

Thou art the Duke's son, Breton's choicest stock, 
Loys of Dreux, God's sepulchre's first sword : 
This wilt thou spit on, this degrade, this trample 
To earth? 
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Loys [to An.] Ah, who had foreseen, " One day, 
Loys 

" Will stake these gifts against some other good 
" In the whole world?" — I give them thee ! I would 
My strong will might bestow real shape on them, 
That I might see, with my own eyes, thy foot 
Tread on their very neck ! 'Tis not by gifts 
I put aside this Djabal ; we will stand — 
We do stand — see— two men ! Djabal, stand forth ! 
Who's worth her, I or thou ? I — who for Anael 
Uprightly, purely, kept my way, the long 
True way— left thee each by-path — boldly lived 
Without the lies and blood, —or thou, or thou ? . 
I ! Love me, Anael t Leave the blood and him ! 
[To Dja.] Now speak — now, quick on this that I 

have said, — 
Thou with the blood, speak if thou art a man ! 
Dja. [to An.] And was it thou betrayedst me ? 
'Tis well ! 

I have deserved this of thee, and submit : 

Nor 'tis much evil thou inflictest : life 

Ends here. The cedars shall not wave for us : 

For there was crime, and must be punishment 

See fate ! By thee I was seduced ; by thee 

I perish : yet do I, can I repent ? 

I, with my Arab instinct, thwarted ever 

By my Frank policy, — and with, in turn, 

My Frank brain, thwarted by my Arab heart — 

While these remained in equipoise, I lived 

— Nothing ; had either been predominant, 

As a Frank schemer or an Arab mystic, 

I had been something;— now, each has destroyed 

The other — and behold, from out their crash, 
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A third and better nature rises up — 
My mere ManVnature ! And I yield to it — 
I love thee — I— who did not love before ! 
An. Djabal ! 

Dja, It seemed love, but true love it was not — 
How could I love while thou adoredst me ? 
Now thou despisest, art above me so 
Immeasurably — thou, no other, doomest 
My death now ; this my steel shall execute 
Thy judgment ; I shall feel thy hand in it ! 
Oh, luxury to worship, to submit, 
Transcended, doomed to death by thee ! 
An. My Djabal ! 

Dja. Dost hesitate ? I force thee then ! Approach, 
Druses ! for I am out of reach of fate ; 
No further evil awaits me. Speak the truth ! 
Hear, Druses, and hear, Nuncio, and hear, Loys ! 
An, Hakeem ! [She falls dead. 

[The Druses scream, gravelling before him. 
Ah, Hakeem ! — not on me thy wrath ! 
Biamrallah, pardon — never doubted I ! 
Ah, dog, how sayest thou ? 

[They surround and seize the Nuncio and his 
Guards. Loys flings himself upon the body 
of Anael, on which Djabal continues to 
gaze as stupefied. 
Nuncio. Caitives ! Have ye eyes ? 

Whips, racks, should teach you ! What, his fools ? 

his dupes ? 
Leave me ! unhand me ! 
Kha. [approaching Djabal timidly. \ Save her for 
my sake ! 

She was already thine — she would have shared 
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To-day thine exaltation : think ! this day 
Her hair was plaited thus because of thee : 
Yes, feel the soft bright hair—feel ! 

Nuncio [struggling with those who have seized him.] 

What, because 
His leman dies for him ? You think it hard 
To die ? Oh, would you were at Rhodes, and choice 
Of deaths should suit you ! 

Kha. [bending over Anabl's body.] Just restore 
her life ! 

So little does it ! there — the eyelids tremble ! 
Twas not my breath that made them — and the lips 
Move of themselves — I could restore her life ! 
Hakeem, we have forgotten, have presumed 
On our free converse : we are better taught. 
See, I kiss — how I kiss thy garment's hem 
For her ! She kisses it — Oh, take her deed 
In mine ! Thou dost believe now, Anael ? — See 
She smiles ! Were her lips open o'er the teeth 
So, when I spoke first ? She believes in thee ! 
Go not without her to the Cedars, Lord ! 
Or leave us both — I cannot go alone ! 
I have obeyed thee, if I dare so speak : 
Hath Hakeem thus forgot all Djabal knew ? 
Thou feelest then my tears fall hot and fast 
Upon thy hand — and yet thou speakest not ! 
Ere the Venetian trumpet sound — ere thou 
Exalt thyself, O Hakeem ! save thou her ! 

Nuncio. And the accursed Republic will arrive 
And find me in their toils — dead, very like, 
Under their feet ! 

What way ? not one way yet 
To foil them ? None ? [Observing Djabal's face. 
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What ails the Khalif? Ah, 
That ghastly face — a way to foil them yet ! 
[To the Druses.] Look to your Khalif; Druses ! Is 
that face 

God Hakeem's? Where is triumph— where is . . . 
what 

Said he of exaltation — hath he promised 

So much to-day ? Why, then, exalt thyself ! 

Cast off that husk, thy form, set free thy soul 

In splendour ! Now, bear witness ! here I stand — 

I challenge him exalt himself, and I 

Become, for that, a Druse like all of you ! 

The Druses. Exalt thyself! exalt thyself— O Ha- 
keem ! 

Dja. {advances.] I can confess now all from first to 
last 

There is no longer shame for me ! I am . . . 

[Here the Venetian trumpet sounds — the Druses 
shout: his eye catches the expression of those 
about him, and, as the old dream comes bach, 
he is again confident and inspired. 
. . . Am I not Hakeem? And ye would have 
crawled 

But yesterday within these impure courts 
Where now ye stand erect ! — Not grand enough ? 
— What more could be conceded to such beasts 
As all of you, so sunk and base as you, 
But a mere man ? — A man among such beasts 
Was miracle enough — yet him you doubt, 
Him you forsake, him fain would you destroy — 
With the Venetians at your gate, the Nuncio 
see the baffled hypocrite !) and, best, 
ect there ! 
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Druses, No, Hakeem, ever thine ! 

Nuncio, He lies — and twice he lies — and thrice he 
lies ! 

Exalt thyself, Mahound ! Exalt thyself! 

Dj'a, Druses ! we shall henceforth be far away ! 
Out of mere mortal ken — above the Cedars — 
But we shall see ye go, hear ye return, 
Repeopling the old solitudes, — through thee, 
My Khalil ! Thou art full of me— I fill 
Thee full — my hands thus fill thee ! Yestereve, 
— Nay, but this morn — I deemed thee ignorant 
Of all to do, requiring words of mine 
To teach it : now, thou hast all gifts in one, 
With truth and purity go other gifts ! 
All gifts come clustering to that ! Go, lead 
My People home whate'er betide ! 

{Turning to the Druses.] Ye take 
This Khalil for my delegate ? To him 
Bow as to me ? He leads to Lebanon—* 
Ye follow ? 

Druses, We follow ! Now exalt thyself ! 

Dja, [raises Loys.] Then to thee, Loys ! How I 
wronged thee, Loys ! 
— Yet, wronged, no less thou shalt have full revenge, 
Fit for thy noble self; revenge — and thus : 
Thou, loaded with these wrongs, the princely soul, 
The first sword of Christ's sepulchre — thou shalt 
Guard Khalil and my Druses home again ! 
Justice, no less — God's justice and no more, 
For those I leave ! — to seeking this, devote 
Some few days out of thy Knight's brilliant life, 
And, this obtained them, leave their Lebanon, 
My Druses' blessing in thine ears — (they shall 
N 
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Bless thee with blessing sure to have its way) 
— One cedar-blossom in thy Ducal cap, 
One thought of Anael in thy heart — perchance, 
One thought of him who thus, to bid thee speed, 
His last word to the living speaks ! This done, 
Resume thy course, and, first amid the first 
In Europe, take my heart along with thee ! 
Go boldly, go serenely, go augustly — 
What shall withstand thee then ? 

[He bends over Anael.] And last to thee ! 
Ah, did I dream I was to have this day 
Exalted thee? A vain dream — hast thou not 
Won greater exaltation ? What remains 
But press to thee, exalt myself to thee ? 
Thus I exalt myself set free my soul ! 

[He stabs himself— as he falls, supported by 
Khalil and Loys, the Venetians enter: the 
Admiral advances. 
Admiral. Qod and St Mark for Venice ! Plant 

the Lion ! 

[At the clash of the planted standard, the Druses 
shout, and move tumultuously forward, Loys 
drawing his sword. 
Dja. [leading them a few steps between Khalil and 
Loys.] 

On to the Mountain ! At the Mountain, Druses ! 

[Dies. 
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FROM A BLOT IN THE 'SCUTCHEON. 

HENRY, EARL MERTOUN, HAVING WAITED ON THOROLD, LORD 
TRESHAM, TO SOLICIT THE HAND OF HIS SISTER, MILDRED, 
HER COUSIN GUENDOLEN COMMUNICATES THE RESULT. 

Scene III. — Mildred's Chamber. A painted window 
overlooks the park. Mildred and Guendolen. 

Guen. Now, Mildred, spare those pains. I have 
not left 

Our talkers in the Library, and climbed 
The wearisome ascent to this your bower 
In company with you, — I have not dared ... 
Nay, worked such prodigies as sparing you 
Lord Mertoun's pedigree before the flood, 
Which Thorold seemed in very act to tell — 
— Or bringing Austin to pluck up that most 
Firm-rooted heresy — your suitor's eyes, 
He would maintain, were grey instead of blue — 
I think I brought him to contrition ! — Well, 
I have not done such things (all to deserve 
A minute's quiet cousin's-talk with you), 
To be dismissed so coolly ! 

Mil. Guendolen, 
What have I done . . . what could suggest . . . 

Guen. There, there! 

Do I not comprehend you'd be alone 
To throw those testimonies in a heap, 
Thorold's enlargings, Austin's brevities, 

N 2 
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With that poor, silly, heartless Guendolen's 
Ill-timed, misplaced, attempted smartnesses — 
And sift their sense out ? now, I come to spare you 
Nearly a whole night's labour. Ask and have ! 
Demand, be answered! Lack I ears and eyes ? 
Am I perplexed which side of the rock-table, 
The Conqueror dined on when he landed first, 
Lord Mertoun's ancestor was bidden take — 
The bow-hand or the arrow-hand's great meed ? 
Mildred, the Earl has soft blue eyes ! 

Mil. My brother — 

Did he . . . you said that he received him well ? 

Guen. If I said only "well" I said not much — 
Oh, stay — which brother? 

Mil. Thorold ! who — who ebe ? 

Guen. Thorold (a secret) is too proud by half- 
Nay, hear me out — with us he's even gentler 
Than we are with our birds. Of this great House 
The least retainer that e'er caught his glance 
Would die for him, real dying — no mere talk : 
And in the world, the court, if men would cite 
The perfect spirit of honour, Thorold's name 
Rises of its clear nature to their lips. 
But he should take men's homage, trust in it, 
And care no more about what drew it down. 
He has desert, and that, acknowledgment ; 
Is he content ? 

Mil. You wrong him, Guendolen. 

Guen. He's proud, confess ; so proud with brood- 
ing o'er 

The light of his interminable line, 
An ancestry with men all paladins, 
And women all . . . 
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Mil. Dear Guendolen, 'tis late ! 

When yonder purple pane the climbing moon 
Pierces, I know 'tis midnight. 

Guen. Well, that Thorold 

Should rise up from such musings, and receive 
One come audaciously to graft himself 
Into this peerless stock, yet find no flaw, 
No slightest spot in such an one ... 

Mil Who finds 

A spot in Mertoun? 

Guen. Not your brother ; therefore, 

Not the whole world. 

Mil. I'm weary, Guendolen.— 

Bear with me ! 

Guen, I am foolish. 

Mil, Oh, no, kind — 

But I would rest 

Guen. Good night and rest to you. 

I said how gracefully his mantle lay 
Beneath the rings of his light hair ? 

Mil. Brown hair ! 

Guen. Brown? why, it is brown — how could you 
know that ? 

Mil. How? did not you — Oh Austin 'twas, declared 
His hair was light, not brown— my head ! — and, look, 
The moon-beam purpling the dark chamber ! Sweet, 
Good night ! 

Guen. Forgive me — sleep the soundlier for me ! 

[Going, she turns suddenly. 

Mildred ! 

Perdition ! all's discovered ! Thorold finds 
— That the Earl's greatest of all grandmothers 
Was grander daughter still — to that fair dame 
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Whose garter slipped down at the famous dance ! 

[Goes. 

Mil. Is she — can she be really gone at last ? 
My heart ! I shall riot reach the window. Needs 
Must I have sinned much, so to suffer 1 

[She lifts the small lamp which is suspended 
before, the Virgin* s image in the window, 
and places dt by the purple pane.] There ! 

[She returns to the seat in front. 
Mildred and Mertoun ! Mildred, with consent 
Of all the world and Thorold, Mertoun's bride ! 
Too late ! 'Tis sweet to think of, sweeter still 
To hope for, that this blessed end soothes up 
The curse of the beginning ; but I know 
It comes too late — 'twill .sweetest be of all 
To dream my soul away and die upon ! 

[A noise without. 
The voice ! Oh, wiry, why glided sin the snake 
Into the Paradise Heaven meant us both ? 

[The window opens softly. A low voice sings. 

There's a woman like a dew-drop, she's so purer than the 
purest ; 

And her noble heart's the noblest, yes, and her sure faith's the 
surest : 

And her eyes are dark and humid, like the depth on depth of 
lustre 

Hid f the harebell, while her tresses, sunnier than the wild-grape 
cluster, 

Gush in golden-tinted plenty down her neck's rose-misted marble : 
Then her voice's music . . . call it the well's bubbling, the bird's 
warble ! 

[A figure wrapped in a mantle appears at the window. 

And this woman says, " My days were sunless and my nights 
were moonless, 

Parched the pleasant April herbage, and the lark's heart's out- 
break tuneless, 
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If you loved me not I " And I who— {ah, for words of flame !) 
adore her ! 

Who am mad to lay my spirit prostrate palpably before her — 

\He enters — approaches her seat, and bends over her. 
I may enter at her portal soon, as now her lattice takes me, 
And by noontide as by midnight make her mine, as hers she 
makes me ! 

[ The Earl throws off his slouched hat and long cloak. 

My very heart sings, so I sing, beloved ! 

Mil. Sit, Henry — do not take my hand. 

Met, 'Tis mine ! 

The meeting that appalled us both so much 
Is ended. 

Mil. What begins now ? 

Mer. m Happiness 
Such as the world contains not. 

Mil. That is it 

Our happiness would, as you say, exceed 
The whole world's best of blisses : we — do we 
Deserve that ? Utter to your soul, what mine 
Long since, beloved, has grown used to hear, 
Like a death-knell, so much regarded once, 
And so familiar now ; this will not be ! 

Mer. Oh, Mildred, have I met your brother's face, 
Compelled myself— if not to speak untruth, 
Yet to disguise, to shun, to put aside 
The truth, as what had e'er prevailed on me 
Save you, to venture ? Have I gained at last 
Your brother, the one scarer of your dreams, 
And waking thoughts' sole apprehension too? 
Does a new life, like a young sunrise, break 
On the strange unrest of our night, confused 
With rain and stormy flaw — and will you see 
No dripping blossoms, no fire-tinted drops 
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On each live spray, no vapour steaming up, 
And no expressless glory in the east ? 
When I am by you, to be ever by you, 
When I have won you and may worship you, 
Oh, Mildred, can you say "this will not be?" 

Mil. Sin has surprised us ; so will punishment 

Mer. No — me alone, who sinned alone ! 

Mil The night 

You likened our past life to — was it storm 
Throughout to you then, Henry? 

Mer. Of your life 

I spoke — what am I, what my life, to waste 
A thought about, when you are by me? — you 
It was, I said my folly called the storm 
And pulled the night upon. — 'Twas day with me — 
Perpetual dawn with me. 

Mil. Come what, come will, 

You have been happy : take my hand 1 

Mer. [After a pause.] How good 

Your brother is ! I figured him a cold — 
Shall I say, haughty man ? 

Mil. They told me all 

I know all. 

Mer. It will soon be over. 



Oh, what is over? what must I live through 
And say, " 'tis over ? " Is our meeting over ? 
Have I received in presence of them all 
The partner of my guilty love, — with brow 
Trying to seem a maiden's brow — with lips 
Which make believe that when they strive to form 
Replies to you and tremble as they strive, 
It is the nearest ever they approached 



Mil. 



Over? 
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A stranger's . • • Henry, yours that stranger's . . . 

up — 

With cheek that looks a virgin's, and that is . . . 
Ah, God ! some prodigy of Thine will stop 
This planned piece of deliberate wickedness 
In its birth even — some fierce leprous spot 
Will mar the brow's dissimulating — I 
Shall murmur no smooth speeches got by heart, 
But, frenzied, pour forth all our woeful story, 
The love, the shame, and the despair — with them 
Round me aghast as men round some cursed fount 
That should spurt water, and spouts blood. Til not 
. . . Henry, you do not wish that I should draw 
This vengeance down? Til not affect a grace 
That's gone from me — gone once, and gone for ever ! 

Mer. Mildred, my honour is your own. I'll share 
Disgrace I cannot suffer by myself. 
A word informs your brother I retract 
This morning's offer ; time will yet bring forth 
Some better way of saving both of us. 

Mil. I'll meet their faces, Mertoun ! 

Mer. When? to-morrow? 

Get done with it ! 

Mil, Oh, Henry, not to-morrow ! 

Next day ! I never shall prepare my words 
And looks and gestures sooner. — How you must 
Despise me ! 

Mer, Mildred, break it if you choose, 
A heart the love of you uplifted — still 
Uplifts, thro' this protracted agony, 
To Heaven ! but, Mildred, answer me, — first pace 
The chamber with me— once again — now, say 
Calmly the part, the . . . what it is of me 
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You* see contempt (for you did say contempt) 
— Contempt for you in ! I would pluck it off 
And cast it from me ! — but no — no, you'll not 
Repeat that ? — will you, Mildred, repeat that ? 
Mil. Dear Henry ! 

Mer. m I was scarce a boy — e'en now 

What am I more ? And you were infantine 
When first I met you — why, your hair fell loose 
On either side ! — my fool's cheek reddens now 
Only in the recalling how it burned 
That morn to see the shape of many a dream 
— You know we boys are prodigal of charms 
To her we dream of — I had heard of one, 
Had dreamed of her, and I was close to her, 
Might speak to her, might live and die her own, 
Who knew ? — I spoke — Oh, Mildred, feel you not 
That now, while I remember every glance 
Of yours, each word of yours, with power to test 
And weigh them in the diamond scales of Pride, 
Resolved the treasure of a first and last 
Heart's love shall have been bartered at its worth, 
—That now I think upon your purity 
And utter ignorance of guilt — your own 
Or other's guilt — the girlish undisguised 
Delight at a strange novel prize — (I talk 
A silly language, but interpret, you !) 
If I, with fancy at its full, and reason 
Scarce in its germ, enjoined you secrecy, 
If you had pity on my passion, pity 
On my protested sickness of the soul 
To sit beside you, hear you breathe, and watch 
Your eyelids and the eyes beneath — if you 
Accorded gifts and knew not they were gifts — 



A Blot in the ' } Scutcheon. 



is? 



Jf I grew mad at last with enterprise 

And must behold my beauty in her bower 

Or perish — (I was ignorant of even 

My own desires — what then were you ?) if sorrow — 

Sin — if the end came — must I now renounce 

My reason, blind myself to light, say truth 

Is false and lie to God and my own soul ? 

Contempt were all of this ! 

Mil. Do you believe . . . 

Or, Henry, I'll not wrong you — you believe 
That I was ignorant. I scarce grieve o'er 
The past ! We'll love on — you will love me still ! 

Mer. Oh, to love less what one has injured ! Dove, 
Whose pinion I have rashly hurt, my breast's — 
Shall my heart's warmth not nurse thee into strength % 
Flower I have crushed, shall I not care for thee ? 
Bloom o'er my crest my fight-mark and device ! 
Mildred, I love you, and you love me ! 

Mil. Go ! 

Be that your last word. I shall sleep to-night 

Mer. This is not our last meeting? 

Mil. One night more. 

Mer. And then — think, then ! 

Mil. Then, no sweet courtship-days, 

No dawning consciousness of love for us, 
No strange and palpitating births of sense 
From words and looks, no innocent fears and hopes, 
Reserves and confidences : morning's over ! 

Mer. How else should love's perfected noontide 
follow ? 

All the dawn promised shall the day perform. 

Mil. So may it be ! but 

You are cautious, love ? 
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Are sure that unobserved you scaled the walls ? 

Mer. Oh, trust me I Then our final meeting's 
fixed? 
To-morrow night ? 

Mil. Farewell ! Stay, Henry . . wherefore ? 

His foot is on the yew-tree bough ; the turf 
Receives him : now the moonlight as he runs 
Embraces him — but he must go — is gone — 
Ah, once again he turns — thanks, thanks, my love ! 
He's gone. Oh I'll believe him every word ! 
I was so young — I loved him so — I had 
No mother — God forgot me — and I fell. 
There may be pardon yet : all's doubt beyond. 
Surely the bitterness of death is past ! 



FROM COLOMBES BIRTHDAY. 

THE COURTIERS OF COLOMBB, DUCHESS OF JULIERS AND CLEVES, 
LEARN THAT HBR DUCHY IS CLAIMED BY PRINCE BERTHOLD. 

Guibert. That this should be her birthday; and the 
day 

We all invested her, twelve months ago, 
As the late Duke's true heiress and our liege ; 
And that this also must become the day . . . 
Oh, miserable lady 1 

ist Court. Ay, indeed ? 

md Court. Well, Guibert? 

yd Court. But your news, my friend, your news ! 
The sooner, friend, one learns Prince Berthold's 
pleasure 
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The better for us all : how writes the Prince ? 
Give me — I'll read it for the common good. 

Gut. In time, sir — but, till time comes, pardon me ! 
Our old Duke just disclosed his child's retreat, 
Declared her true succession to his rule, 
And died : this birthday was the day, last year, 
We convoyed her from Castle Ravestein— 
That sleeps out trustfully its extreme age 
On the Meuse' quiet bank, where she lived queen 
Over the water-buds, — to Juliers' Court 
With joy and bustle : here again we stand ; 
Sir Gaucelme's buckle's constant to his cap ; 
To-day's much such another sunny day ! 

Gau. Come, Guibert, this outgrows a jest, I think ! 
You're hardly such a novice as to need 
The lesson, you pretend. 

Gut. What lesson, sir ? 

That everybody, if he'd thrive at court, 
Should, first and last of all, look to himself ? 
Why, no : and therefore, with your good example, 
(—Ho, Master Adolf !)— to myself I'll look. 

Enter Adolf. 

Gut. The Prince's letter ; why, of all men else, 
Comes it to me? 

Adolf. By virtue of your place, 

Sir Guibert ! 'Twas the Prince's express charge, 
His envoy told us, that the missive there 
Should only reach our lady by the hand 
Of whosoever held your place. 

Gut. Enough ! [Adolf retires. 

Then, gentles, who'll accept a certain poor 
Indifferently honourable place, 
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My friends, I make no doubt, have gnashed their teeth 
At leisure minutes these half-dozen years, 
To find me never in the mood to quit ? 
— Who asks may have it, with my blessing, and — 
This to present our lady. Who'll accept ? 
You,— you, — you ? There it lies, and may, for me ! 
Maufroy [a youth, picking up the paper, reads 
aloud, ,] 

" Prince Berthold, proved by titles following 
Undoubted Lord of Juliers, comes this day 
To claim his own, with licence from the Pope, 
The Emperor, the Kings of Spain and France ". . 

Gau. Sufficient "titles following," I judge ! 
Don't read another ! Well, — "to claim his own ?" 

Mau. "And take possession of the Duchy held 
Since twelve months, to the true heir's prejudice, 
By " . . . Colombe, Juliers* mistress, so she thinks, 
And Ravestein's mere lady, as we find ! 
*Who wants the place and paper ? Guibert's right ! 
I hope to climb a little in the world, — 
Fd push my fortunes, — but, no more than he, 
Could tell her on this happy day of days, 
That, save the nosegay in her hand perhaps, 
There's nothing left to call her own ! Sir Clugnet, 
* You famish for promotion ; what say you ? 

Clug. [an old man.] To give this letter were a sort, 
I take it, 

Of service : services ask recompense : 
What kind of corner may be Ravestein ? 

Gui. The castle ? — Oh, you'd share her fortunes ? 
Good ! 

Three walls stand upright, full as good as four, 
With no such bad remainder of a roof. 
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Clug. Oh,— but the Town? 

Gut. Five houses, fifteen huts ; 

A church whereto was once a spire, 'tis judged ; 
And half a dyke, except in time of thaw. 

Clug. Still, there's some revenue ? 

Gut. Else Heaven forfend I 

You hang a beacon out, should fogs increase; 
So when the Autumn floats of pine-wood steer 
Safe 'mid the white confusion, thanks to you, 
Their grateful raftsman flings a guilder in ; 
— That's if he means to pass your way next time. 

Clug. If not ? 

Gut. Hang guilders, then — he blesses you ! 

Clug. What man do you suppose me ? Keep your 
paper ! 

And let me say it shows no handsome spirit 
To dally with misfortune : keep your place ! 

Gau. Some one must tell her. 

Gnu Some one may : you may ! 

Gau. Sir Guibert, 'tis no trifle turns me sick 
Of court-hypocrisy at years like mine, 
But this goes near it Where's there news at all ? 
Who'll have the face, for instance, to affirm 
He never heard, e'en while we crowned the girl, 
That Juliers' tenure was by Salic law ; 
That one, confessed her father's cousin's child, 
And, she away, indisputable heir, 
Against our choice protesting and the Duke's, 
Claimed Juliers ? — nor, as he preferred his claim, 
That first this, then another potentate, 
Inclined to its allowance? — I, or you, 
Or any one except the lady's self? 
Oh, it had been the direst cruelty 
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To break the business to her ! Things might change — 

At all events, we'd see next masque at end, 

Next mummery over first : and so the edge 

Was taken off sharp tidings as they came, 

Till here's the Prince upon us, and there's she 

— Wreathing her hair, a song between her lips, 

With just the faintest notion possible 

That some such claimant earns a livelihood 

About the world, by feigning grievances 

Few pay the story of, but grudge its price, 

And fewer listen to, a second time. 

Your method proves a failure ; now try mine — 

And, since this must be carried ... 

Gnu [snatching the paper from htm.] By your leave, 
Your zeal transports you ! 'Twill not serve the Prince 
So much as you expect, this course you'd take. 
If she leaves quietly her palace, — well ; 
But if she died upon its threshold, — no : 
He'd have the trouble of removing her ! 
Come, gentles, we're all— what the devil knows ! 
You, Gaucelme, won't lose character, beside— 
You broke your father's heart superiorly 
To gather his succession — never blush ! 
You're from my province, and, be comforted, 
They tell of it with wonder to this day : 
You can afford to let your talent sleep ! 
We'll take the very worst supposed, as true : 
There, the old Duke knew, when he hid his child 
Among the river-flowers at Ravestein, 
With whom the right lay ! Call the Prince our Duke ! 
There, she's no Duchess, she's no anything 
More than a young maid with the bluest eyes — 
And now, sirs, we'll not break this young maid's heart 
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Coolly as Gaucelme could and would ! No haste ! 
His talent's full-blown, ours but in the bud : 
We'll not advance to his perfection yet — 
Will we, Sir Mauf roy ? 



THE CLAIMANT OF THE DUCHY, AND RIGHTFUL DUKE, PRINCE 
BERTHOLD, PROPOSES TO MARRY COLOMBE ; AND THE ADVOCATE 
VALENCE, TO WHOM HAD BEEN ENTRUSTED THE CAUSE OF 
DEFENDING HER POSSESSION, AND WHO SECRETLY LOVES HER, 
COMMUNICATES THE PROPOSAL. 

Val. So must it be ! I have examined these 
With scarce a palpitating heart — so calm, 
Keeping her image almost wholly off, 
Setting upon myself determined watch, 
Repelling to the uttermost his claims, 
And the result is ... all men would pronounce 
And not I, only, the result to be — 
Berthold is heir ; she has no shade of right 
To the distinction which divided us, 
But, suffered to rule first, I know not why, 
Her rule connived at by those kings and popes, 
To serve some deviFs-purpose, — now 'tis gained, 
Whate'er it was, the rule expires as well. 
— Valence, this rapture . . . selfish can it be ? 
Eject it from your heart, her home ! — It stays ! 
Ah, the brave world that opens on us both ! 
. . . Do my poor townsmen so esteem it ? Cleves, — 
I need not your pale faces ! This, reward 
For service done to you ? Too horrible ! 
I never served you : 'twas myself I served ! 
Nay, served not — rather saved from punishment 
Which, had I failed you then, would plague me now ! 
o 
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My life continues yours, and your life, mine. 
But ifj to take God's gift, I swerve no step — 
Cleves ! — if I breathe no prayer for it — if she, 

{Footsteps without. 
Colombe, that comes now, freely gives herself — 
Will Cleves require, that, turning thus to her, 
I . . . 

Enter Prince Berthold. 

— Pardon, sir — I did not look for you 

Till night, in the Hall ; nor have as yet declared 

My judgment to the Lady. 

Berth. So I hoped. 

Vol. And yet I scarcely know why that should 
check 

The frank disclosure of it first to you — 

What her right seems, and what, in consequence, 

She will decide on — 

Berth. That I need not ask. 

Val. You need not: I have proved the Lady's 
mind 

And, justice being to do, dare act for her. 

Berth. Doubtless she has a very noble mind. 

Val. . Oh, never fear but she'll in each conjuncture 
Bear herself bravely ! she no whit depends 
On circumstance ; as she adorns a throne, 
She had adorned . . . 

Berth. A cottage — in what book 

Have I read that, of every queen that lived ? 
A throne ? You have not been instructed, sure, 
To forestall my request ? 

Val. 'Tis granted, sir— 
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My heart instructs me. ' I have scrutinized 
Your claims . . . 

Berth. Ah — claims, you mean, at first preferred ! 
I come, before the hour appointed me, 
To pray you let those claims at present rest, 
In favour of a new and stronger one. 

Val. You shall not need a stronger : on the part 
Of the Lady, all you offer I accept, 
Since one clear right suffices : yours is clear. 
Propose ! 

Berth. I offer her my hand. 

Val. m Your hand? 

Berth. A Duke's, yourself say ; and, at no far time, 
Something here whispers me — the Emperor's. 
The Lady's mind is noble ; which induced 
This seizure of occasion ere my claims 
Were — settled, let us amicably say ! 

Val. Your hand ! 

Berth. (He will fall down and kiss it next) 

Sir, this astonishment's too flattering — 
Nor must you hold your mistress' worth so cheap ! 
Enhance it, rather, — urge that blood is blood — 
The daughter of the Burgraves, Landgraves, Mark- 
graves, 

Remains their daughter ; I shall scarce gainsay ! 
Elsewhere or here, the Lady needs must rule : 
Like the Imperial crown's great chrysoprase, 
They talk of— somewhat out of keeping there, 
And yet no jewel for a meaner cap. 

Val. You wed the Duchess ? 

Berth. Cry you mercy, friend ! 

Will the match influence many fortunes here ? 
A natural solicitude enough ! 
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Be certain, no bad chance it proves for you ! 
However high you take your present stand, 
There's prospect of a higher still remove — 
For Juliers will not be my resting-place, 
And, when I have to choose a substitute 
To rule the little burgh, Til think of you. 
You need not give your mates a character ! 
And yet I doubt your fitness to supplant 
The grey smooth Chamberlain ; he'd hesitate 
A doubt his lady could demean herself 
So low as to accept me. Courage, sir ! 
I like your method better ; feeling's play 
Is franker much, and flatters me beside. 

Vol. I am to say, you love her ? 

Berth. Say that too ! 

Love has no great concernment, thinks the world, 
With a Duke's marriage. How go precedents 
In Juliers' story ? how use Juliers' Dukes ? 
I see you have them here in goodly row ; 
Yon must be Luitpold : ay, a stalwart sire ! 
— Say, I have been arrested suddenly 
In my ambition's course, its rocky course, 
By this sweet flower — I fain would gather it 
And then proceed — so say and speedily 
— (Nor stand there like Duke Luitpold's brazen self !) 
Enough, sir : you possess my mind, I think. 
This is my claim, the others being withdrawn, 
And to this be*it that, in the Hall to-night, 
Your Lady's answer comes ; till then, farewell ! 



Vol. [after a pause.] The heavens and earth stay as 
they were — my heart 
Beats as it beat— the truth remains the truth f 



[He retires. 
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What falls away, then, if not faith in her? 
Was it my faith, that she could estimate 
Love's value, — and, such faith still guiding me, 
Dare I now test her? — or grew faith so strong 
Solely because no power of test was mine ? 



Enter the Duchess. 

755* D. My fate, sir! Ah, you turn away: all's 
over ! 

But you are sorry for me ? be not so ! 
What I might have become, and never was, 
Regret with me ; what I have merely been, 
Rejoice I am no longer ; what I seem 
Beginning now, in my new state, to be, 
Hope that I am : for, once my rights proved void, 
This heavy roof seems easy to exchange 
For the blue sky outside — my lot henceforth ! 

Val. And what a lot is Berthold's ! 

The D. How of him ? 

Val. He gathers earth's whole good into his arms, 
Standing, as man now, stately, strong and wise — 
Marching to fortune, not surprised by her. 
One great aim, like a guiding-star, above — 
Which tasks strength, wisdom, stateliness, to lift 
His manhood to the height that takes the prize ; 
A prize not near — lest overlooking earth 
He rashly spring to seize it — nor remote, 
So that he rests upon his path content : 
But day by day, while shimmering grows shine, 
And the faint circlet prophesies the orb, 
He sees so much as, just evolving these, 
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The stateliness, the wisdom and the strength, 

To due completion, will suffice this life, 

And lead him at his grandest to the grave. 

After this star, out of a night he springs ; 

A beggar's cradle for the throne of thrones 

He quits, so, mounting, feels each step he mounts, 

Nor, as from each to each exultingly 

He passes, overleaps one grade of joy. 

This, for his own good : — with the world, each gift 

Of God and man — Reality, Tradition, 

Fancy and Fact so well environ him, 

That as a mystic panoply they serve — 

Of force, untenanted, to awe mankind, 

And work his purpose out with half the world, 

While he, their master, dexterously slipt 

From such encumbrance, is meantime employed 

With his own prowess on the other half. 

Thus shall he prosper, every day's success 

Adding, to what is he, a solid strength — 

An aery might to what encircles him, 

Till at the last, so life's routine lends help 

That, as the Emperor only breathes and moves, 

His shadow shall be watched, his step or stalk 

Become a comfort or a portent, how 

He trails his ermine take significance, — 

Till even his might shall cease to be most might, 

And men shall dread his weakness more, nor dare 

Peril their earth its bravest, first and best, 

Its typified invincibility. 

So shall he go on, greatening, till he ends 

The man of men, the spirit of all flesh, 

The fiery centre of an earthy world ! 

The D. Some such a fortune I had dreamed should rise 
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Out of my own — that is, above my power 
Seemed other, greater potencies to stretch — 
VaL For you? 

The D. It was not I moved there, I think 

But one I could — though constantly beside, 
And aye approaching — still keep distant from, 
And so adore. 'Twas a man moved there. 

VaL Who ? 

The D. I felt the spirit, never saw the face* 

VaL See it! Tis Berthold's. He enables you 
To realize your vision. 

TheD. Berthold? 

VaL Duke- 
Emperor to be : he proffers you his hand. 

The J). Generous and princely ! 

VaL He is all of this * 

The D. Thanks, Berthold, for my father's sake — no 
hand 
Degrades me ! 

VaL You accept the proffered hand ? 

The D. That he should love me ! 

VaL " Loved " I did not say. 

Had that been — love might so incline the Prince 
To the world's good, the world that's at his foot, — 
I do not know, this moment, I should dare 
Desire that you refused the world — and Cleves — 
The sacrifice he asks. 

The D. Not love me, sir ? 

VaL He scarce affirmed it. 

The D. May not deeds affirm ? 

VaL What does he ? . . . Yes — yes — very much 
he does ! 

All the shame saved, he thinks, and sorrow saved — 
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Immitigable sorrow, so he thinks — 
Sorrow that's deeper than we dream, perchance. 
The D. Is not this love ? 

Vdl. So very much he does ! 

For look, you can descend now gracefully ; 
All doubts are banished, that the world might have, 
Or worst, the doubts yourself in after-time, 
May call up of your heart's sincereness now : 
To such, reply, "I could have kept my rule, 
Increased it to the utmost of my dreams, 
Yet I abjured it ! " This, he does for you : 
It is munificently much ! 

TheD. Still "much!" 

But why is it not love, sir ? Answer me ! 

Vdl. Because not one of Berthold's words and looks 
Had gone with love's presentment of a flower 
To the beloved : because bold confidence, 
Open superiority, free pride — 
Love owns not, yet were all that Berthold owned : 
Because where reason, even, finds no flaw, 
Unerringly a lover's instinct may. 
, The D. You reason, then, and doubt ? 

Vdl. I love, and know. 

The D. You love ? — How strange ! I never cast a 
thought 

On that Just see our selfishness ! you seemed 
So much my own ... I had no ground — and yet, 
I never dreamed another might divide 
My power with you, much less exceed it 

Vol. Lady, 
I am yours wholly. 

The D. Oh, no, no, not mine ! 

'Tis not the same now, never more can be ! 
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—Your first love, doubtless ! Well, what's gone from 
me? 

What have I lost in you ? 

Val. My heart replies — 

No loss there ! ... So to Berthold back again ! 
This offer of his hand, he bids me make — 
Its obvious magnitude is well to weigh. 

The D. She's . . . yes, she must be very fair for 
you ! 

Val. I am a simple Advocate of Cleves. 
The D. You ! with the heart and brain that so 
helped me, 
I fancied them exclusively my own, 
Yet find are subject to a stronger sway ! 
She must be . . . tell me, is she very fair ? 
Val. Most fair, beyond conception or belief! 
The D. Black eyes ? — no matter ! Colombe, the 
world leads 

Its life without you, whom your friends professed 
The only woman — see how true they spoke ! 
One lived this while, who never saw your face, 
Nor heard your voice — unless ... Is she from Cleves? 
Val. Cleves knows her well 

The D. Ah — just a fancy, now ! 

When you poured forth the wrongs of Cleves, — I said, 
— Thought, that is, afterward . . . 

Val. You thought of me ? 

The Z>. Of whom else ? Only such great cause, I 
thought, 

For such effect — see what true love can do ! 
Cleves is his love ! — I almost fear to ask 
. . . Nor will not ! This is idling : to our work ! 
Admit before the Prince, without reserve, 
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My claims misgrounded ; then may follow better 
. . . When you poured out Cleves' wrongs impetuously 
Was she in your mind ? 

Val. All done was done for her 

— To humble me ! 

The D. She will be proud at least. 

Val. She? 

The D. When you tell her. 
VaL That will never be. 

The D. How — are there sweeter things you hope 
to tell? 

No, sir ! You counselled me, — I counsel you 

In the one point I — any woman — can ! 

Your worth, the first thing ; let her own come next — 

Say what you did through her, and she through you — 

The praises of her beauty afterward ! 

Will you ? 

VaL I dare not 

The D. Dare not ? 

Val. She I love 

Suspects not such a love in me. 

The D. You jest ! 

Val. The lady is above me and away ! 
Not only the brave form and the bright mind, 
And the great heart, combine to press me low — 
But all the world calls rank divides us. 

The D. Rank ? 

Now grant me patience ! Here's a man declares 
Oracularly in another's case, 
Sees the true value and the false, for them, 
Nay, bids them see it, and they straight do see ! 
You called my court's love worthless — so it turned : 
I threw away as dross my heap of wealth, 
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And here you stickle for a piece or two ! 
First— has she seen you ? 
Val. Yes. 

The D. She loves you, then. 

VaU One flash of hope burst; then succeeded night : 
And all's at darkest now. Impossible ! 



FROM LURIA. 

BRACCIO, COMMISSARY OF THE REPUBLIC, SPEAKS OF FLORENCE 
AND HER GENERALS. 

Lapo, there's one thing plain and positive ; 
Man seeks his own good at the whole world's cost. 
What ? If to lead our troops, stand forth our chiefs, 
And hold our fate, and see us at their beck, 
Yet render up the charge when peace returned, 
Have ever proved too much for Florentines, 
Even for the best and bravest of ourselves — 
If in the struggle when the soldier's sword 
Should sink its point before the statist's pen, 
And the calm head replace the violent hand, 
Virtue on virtue still have fallen away 
Before ambition with unvarying fate, 
Till Florence' self at last in bitterness 
Be forced to own such falls the natural end, 
And, sparing further to expose her sons 
To a vain strife and profitless disgrace, 
Declare "The Foreigner, one not my child, 
Shall henceforth lead my troops, reach, height by 
height, 



?04 Qramas. 

The glory, then descend into the shame ; 

So shall rebellion be less guilt in him, 

And punishment the easier task for me : " 

— If on the best of us this brand she set, 

Can I suppose an utter alien here 

Like Luria, our inevitable foe, 

Confessed a mercenary and a Moor, 

Born free from any ties that bind the rest,' 

Of common faith in Heaven or hope on Earth, 

No Past with us, no Future, — such a spirit 

Shall hold the path from which our staunchest broke, 

Stand firm where every famed precursor fell ? 

THB MOORISH GENERAL IN SERVICE OF THE FLORENTINES 
ANTICIPATES PEACE. 

I wonder, do you guess why I delay 
Involuntarily the final blow 
As long as possible ? Peace follows it ! 
Florence at peace, and the calm studious heads 
Come out again, the penetrating eyes ; 
As if a spell broke, all's resumed, each art 
You boast, more vivid that it slept awhile. 
'Gainst the glad heaven, o'er the white palace-front 
The interrupted scaffold climbs anew ; 
The walls are peopled by the painter's brush ; 
The statue to its niche ascends to dwell ; 
The Present's noise and trouble have retired 
And left the eternal Past to rule once more — 
You speak its speech and read its records plain, 
Greece lives with you, each Roman breathes your 
friend, 

— But Luria — where will then be Luria' s place ? 
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Dom, Highest in honour, for that Past's own sake, 
Of which his actions, sealing up the sum 
By saving all that went before from wreck, 
Will rank as part, with which be worshipped too. 

Lur, Then I may walk and watch you in your streets 
Leading the life my rough life helps no more, 
So different, so new, so beautiful — 
Nor fear that you will tire to see parade 
The club that slew the lion, now that crooks 
And shepherd-pipes come into use again ? 
For very lone and silent seems my East 
In its drear vastness ; still it spreads, and still 
No Braccios, no Domizias anywhere : 
Not ever more ! — Well, well, to-day is ours ! 

Dom, [to Brac] Should he not have been one of us ? 

Lur, Oh, no ! 

Not one of you, and so escape the thrill 
Of coming into you, and changing thus, — 
Feeling a soul grow on me that restricts 
The boundless unrest of the savage heart ! 
The sea heaves up, hangs loaded o'er the land, 
Breaks there and buries its tumultuous strength ; 
Horror, and silence, and a pause awhile : 
Lo, inland glides the gulf-stream, miles away, 
In rapture of assent, subdued and still, 
'Neath those strange banks, those unimagined skies ! 
Well, 'tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever. 



a country's right to individual service and sacrifice. 

Lur, They are right, then, to try me ? 

Brac . I assert, 
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Maintain, and justify the absolute right 
Of Florence to do all she can have done 
In this procedure, — standing on her guard, 
Receiving even services like yours 
With utmost fit suspicious wariness. 
In other matters, keep the mummery up ! 
Take all the experiences of the whole world, 
Each knowledge that broke through a heart to life, 
Each reasoning which, to work out, cost a brain, 
— In other cases, know these, warrant these, 
And then dispense with them — 'tis very well ! 
Let friend trust friend, and love demand its like, 
And gratitude be claimed for benefits, — 
There's grace in that — and when the fresh heart 
breaks, 

The new brain proves a martyr, what of them ? 

Where is the matter of one moth the more 

Singed in the candle, at a summer's end ? 

But Florence is no simple John or James 

To have his toy, his fancy, his conceit 

That he's the one excepted man by fate, 

And, when fate shows him he's mistaken there, 

Die with all good men's praise, and yield his place 

To Paul and George intent to try their chance. 

Florence exists because these pass away ; 

She's a contrivance to supply a type 

Of Man, which men's deficiencies refuse ; 

She binds so many, that she grows out of them — 

Stands steady o'er their numbers though they change 

And pass away — there's always what upholds, 

Always enough to fashion the great show. 

As, see, yon hanging city, in the sun, 

Of shapely cloud substantially the same ! 
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A thousand vapours rise and sink again, 
Are interfused, and live their life and die, — 
Yet ever hangs the steady show i' the air 
Under the sun's straight influence : that is well ! 
That is worth Heaven to hold, and God to bless ! 
And so is Florence, — the unseen sun above, 
Which draws and holds suspended all of us — 
Binds transient mists and vapours into one, 
Differing from each and better than they all. 
And shall she dare to stake this permanence 
On any one man's faith ? Man's heart is weak, 
And its temptations many : let her prove 
Each servant to the very uttermost 
Before she grant him her reward, I say 1 

Dom. And as for hearts she chances to mistake, 
Wronged hearts, not destined to receive reward 
Though they deserve it, did she only know ! 
— What should she do for these ? 

Brae. What does she not ? 

Say, that she gives them but herself to serve ! 
Here's Luria — what had profited his strength, 
When half an hour of sober fancying 
Had shown him step by step the uselessness 
Of strength exerted for its proper sake ? 
But the truth is, she did create that strength, 
Drew to their end the corresponding means. 
The world is wide — are we the only men ? 
Oh, for the time, the social purpose' sake, 
Use words agreed on, bandy epithets, 
Call any man, sole Great and Wise and Good ! 
But shall we, therefore, standing by ourselves, 
Insult our souls and God with the same speech ? 
There swarm the ignoble thousands under Him— 
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Vftat Kfurks us from the hundreds and the tens? 
Ftorc&ce took «p, turned all one way the soul 
Of Luria with its fires, and here he stands ! 
She takes me out of all the world as him, 
Fixing my coldness till like ice it checks 
The fire ! So, Braccio, Luria, which is best ? 

LURIA, WITH FLORENCE IN HIS POWER, TAKES HIS REVENGE. 

Hus. Take revenge ! 
Wide, deep — to live upon, in feeling now, — 
And after, in remembrance, year by year — 
And, with the dear conviction, die at last ! 
She lies now at thy pleasure — pleasure have ! 
Their vaunted intellect that gilds our sense, 
And blends with life, to show it better by, 
— How think'st thou \ — I have turned that light on 
them! 

They called our thirst of war a transient thing ; 
The battle-element must pass away 
From life, they said, and leave a tranquil world : 
— Master, I took their light and turned it full 
On that dull turgid vein they said would burst 
And pass away ; and as I looked on life, 
Still everywhere I tracked this, though it hid 
And shifted, lay so silent as it thought, 
Changed oft the hue yet ever was the same. 
Why, 'twas all fighting, all their nobler life ! 
All work was fighting, every harm — defeat, 
And every joy obtained — a victory ! 
Be not their dupe ! 

— Their dupe ? That hour is past ! 
Herj^jand'st thou in the glory and the calm ! 
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All is determined ! Silence for me now ! 

[Husain goes. 

Lur. Have I heard all ? 

Domizia {advancing from the background]. No, 
Luria, I am here ! 
Not from the motives these have urged on thee, 
Ignoble, insufficient, incomplete, 
And pregnant each with sure seeds of decay, 
As failing of sustainment from thyself, 
— Neither from hate, revenge, nor selfishness, 
Nor pride nor lust of power, nor one, nor all, 
Shalt thou abolish Florence ! I proclaim 
The angel in thee, and reject the sprites 
Which ineffectual crowd about his strength 
And mingle with his work and claim a share ! 
— Inconsciously to the augustest end 
Thou hast arisen : second not in rank 
So much as time, to him who first ordained 
That Florence, thou art to destroy, should be. 
Yet him a star, too, guided, who broke first 
The pride of lonely power, the life apart, 
And made the eminencies, each to each, 
Lean o'er the level world and let it lie 
Safe from the thunder henceforth 'neath their arms — 
So the few famous men of old combined, 
And let the multitude rise underneath, 
And reach tl^em, and unite — so Florence grew ! 
Braccio speaks well, it was well worth the price. 
But when the sheltered Many grew in pride 
And grudged the station of the glorious ones, 
Who, greater than their kind, are truliest great 
Only in voluntary servitude — 
Time was for thee to rise, and thou art here, 
p 
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Such plague possessed this Florence : who can tell 
The mighty girth and greatness at the heart 
Of those so noble pillars of the grove 
She pulled down in her envy ? Who as I, 
The light weak parasite born but to twine 
Round each of them and, measuring them, live ? 
My light love keeps the matchless circle safe, 
My slender life proves what has past away. 
I lived when they departed ; lived to cling 
To thee, the mighty stranger ; thou would'st rise 
And burst the thraldom, and avenge, I knew. 
I have done nothing ; all was thy strong heart : 
But a bird's weight can break the infant tree 
Which after holds an aery in its arms, 
And 'twas my care that nought should warp thy sp 
From rising to the height ; the roof is reached — 
Break through and there is all the sky above. 
Go on to Florence, Luria ! 'Tis man's cause ! 
Fail thou, and thine own fall is least to dread ! 
Thou keepest Florence in her evil way, 
Encouragest her sin so much the more — 
And while the bloody Past is justified, 
Thou all the surelier dost work against 
The men to come, the Lurias yet unborn, 
Who, greater than thyself, are reached o'er thee 
That giv'st the vantage-ground their foes require, 
As o'er my prostrate House thyself wast reached. 
Man calls thee, God shall judge thee : all is said, 
The mission of my House fulfilled at last : 
And the mere woman, speaking for herself, 
Reserves speech ; it is now no woman's time. 
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Doing the various work of all his friends, 

And answering every purpose save his own. 

No doubt, 'tis well for them to wish ; but him — 

After the exploit what is left ? Perchance 

A little pride upon the swarthy brow, 

At having brought successfully to bear 

'Gainst Florence' self her own especial arms, — 

Her craftiness, impelled by fiercer strength 

From Moorish blood than feeds the northern wit — 

But after ! — once the easy vengeance willed, 

Beautiful Florence at a word laid low 

— (Not in her Domes and Towers and Palaces, 

Not even in a dream, that outrage !) — low, 

As shamed in her own eyes henceforth for ever, 

Low, for the rival cities round to see, 

Conquered and pardoned by a hireling Moor ! 

— For him, who did the irreparable wrong, 

What would be left, his life's illusion fled, — 

What hope or trust in the forlorn wide world ? 

How strange that Florence should mistake me so ! 

Whence grew this ? What withdrew her faith from me 

Some cause ! These fretful-blooded children talk 

Against their mother, — they are wronged, they say — 

Notable wrongs her smile makes up again ! 

So, taking fire at each supposed offence, 

They may speak rashly, suffer for their speech — 

But what could it have been in word or deed 

That injured me ? Some one word spoken more 

Out of my heart, and all had changed perhaps ! 

My fault, it must have been, — for what gain they ? 

Why risk the danger ? See, what I could do ! 

And my fault, wherefore visit upon them, 

My Florentines ? The generous revenge, 
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I meditate ! To stay here passively, 

Go at their summons, be as they dispose — 

Why, if my very soldiers keep their ranks, 

And if I pacify my chiefs, what then ? 

I ruin Florence, teach her friends mistrust, 

Confirm her enemies in harsh belief, 

And when she finds one day, as she must find, 

The strange mistake, and how my heart was hers, 

Shall it console me, that my Florentines 

Walk with a sadder step, a graver face, 

Who took me with such frankness, praised me so, 

At the glad outset ! Had they loved me less, 

They had less feared what seemed a change in me. 

And after all, who did the harm ? Not they ! 

How could they interpose with those old fools 

In the council ? Suffer for those old fools' sakes — 

They, who made pictures of me, sang the songs 

About my battles ? Ah, we Moors get blind 

Out of our proper world where we can see ! 

The sun that guides was closer to us ! There — 

There, my own orb 1 He sinks from out the sky ! 

Why, there ! a whole day has he blessed the land, 

My land,' our Florence all about the hills, 

The fields and gardens, vineyards, olive-grounds, 

All have been blest — and yet we Florentines 

With minds intent upon our battle here, 

Found that he rose too soon, or else too late, 

Gave us no vantage, or gave Pisa more — 

And so we wronged him ! Does he turn in ire 

To burn the earth, that cannot understand ? 

Or drop out quietly, and leave the sky, 

His task once ended ? Night wipes blame away : 

Another morning from my East shall spring 
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And find all eyes at leisure, more disposed 
To watch and understand its work, no doubt 
So, praise the new sun, the successor praise ! 
Praise the new Luria, and forget the old ! 

[ Taking a phial from his breast. 
Strange ! This is all I brought from my own Land 
To help me: Europe would supply the rest, 
All needs beside, all other helps save this ! 
I thought of adverse fortune, battles lost, 
The natural upbraidings of the loser, 
And then this quiet remedy to seek 
At end of the disastrous day — [He drinks. 

'Tis sought ! 
This was my happy triumph-morning : Florence 
Is saved : I drink this, and ere night,— die ! — Strange ! 



CHRISTMAS-EVE AND EASTER-DAY. 



MOUNT ZION CHAPEL AT LOVE-LANE. 

Out of the little chapel I burst 

Into the fresh night air again. 

I had waited a good five minutes first 

In the doorway, to escape the rain 

That drove in gusts down the common's centre, 

At the edge of which the chapel stands, 

Before I plucked up heart to enter : 

Heaven knows how many sorts of hands 

Reached past me, groping for the latch 

Of the inner door that hung on catch, 

More obstinate the more they fumbled, 

Till, giving way at last with a scold 

Of the crazy hinge, in squeezed or tumbled 

One sheep more to the rest in fold, 

And left me irresolute, standing sentry 

In the sheepfold's lath-and-plaster entry, 

Four feet long by two feet wide, 

Partitioned off from the vast inside — 

I blocked up half of it at least. 

No remedy ; the rain kept driving : 

They eyed me much as some wild beast, 

That congregation, still arriving, 

Some of them by the mainroad, white 

A long way past me into the night, 
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Skirting the common, then diverging ; 

Not a few suddenly emerging 

From the common's self through the paling-gaps, 

— They house in the gravel-pits perhaps, 

Where the road stops short with its safeguard border 

Of lamps, as tired of such disorder ; — 

But the most turned in yet more abruptly 

From a certain squalid knot of alleys, 

Where the town's bad blood once slept corruptly, 

Which now the little chapel rallies 

And leads into day again, — its priestliness 

Lending itself to hide their beastliness 

So cleverly (thanks in part to the mason), 

And putting so cheery a whitewashed face on 

Those neophytes too much in lack of it, 

That, where you cross the common as I did, 

And meet the party thus presided, 

Mount Zion, with Love-lane at the back of it, 

They front you as little disconcerted 

As, bound for the hills, her fate averted, 

And her wicked people made to mind him, 

Lot might have marched with Gomorrah behind him. 

Well, from the road, the lanes or the common, 
In came the flock : the fat weary woman, 
Panting and bewildered, down-clapping 
Her umbrella with a mighty report, 
Grounded it by me, wry and flapping, 
A wreck of whalebones ; then, with a snort 
Like a startled horse, at the interloper 
Who humbly knew himself improper, 
But could not shrink up small enough, 
Round to the door, and in, — the gruff 
Hinge's invariable scold 
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Making my very blood run cold. 

Prompt in the wake of her, up-pattered 

On broken clogs, the many-tattered 

Little old-faced, peaking sister-turned-mother 

Of the sickly babe she tried to smother 

Somehow up, with its spotted face, 

From the cold, on her breast, the one warm place ; 

She too must stop, wring the poor ends dry 

Of a draggled shawl, and add thereby 

Her tribute to the door-mat, sopping 

Already from my own clothes' dropping, 

Which yet she seemed to grudge I should stand on ; 

Then stooping down to take off her pattens, 

She bore them defiantly, in each hand one, 

Planted together before her breast 

And its babe, as good as a lance in rest 

Close on her heels, the dingy satins 

Of a female something, past me flitted, 

With lips as much too white, a£ a streak 

Lay far too red on each hollow cheek ; 

And it seemed the very door-hinge pitied 

All that was left of a woman once, 

Holding at least its tongue for the nonce. 

Then a tall yellow man, like the Penitent Thief, 

With his jaw bound up in a handkerchief, 

And eyelids screwed together tight, 

Led himself in by some inner light 

And, except from him, from each that entered, 

I got the same interrogation — 

What, you, the alien, you have ventured 

To take, with us elect, your station ? 

A carer for none of it, a Gallio ? — 

Thus, plain as print, I read the glance 
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At a common prey, in each countenance, 

As of huntsman giving his hounds the tallyho. 

And, when the door's cry drowned their wonder, 

The draught it always sent in shutting, 

Made the flame of the single tallow candle 

In the cracked square lan thorn I stood under, 

Shoot its blue lip at me, rebutting, 

As it were, the luckless cause of scandal : 

I verily thought the zealous light 

(In the chapel's secret, too !) for spite, 

Would shudder itself clean off the wick, 

With the airs of a St John's Candlestick. 

There was no standing it much longer. 

" Good folks," thought I, as resolve grew stronger, 

" This way you perform the drand- Inquisitor 

When the weather sends you a chance visitor? 

You are the men, and wisdom shall die with you, 

And none of the old Seven Churches vie with you ! 

But still, despite the pretty perfection 

To which you carry your trick of exclusiveness, 

And, taking God's word under wise protection, 

Correct its tendency to diffusiveness, 

Bidding one reach it over hot ploughshares, — 

Still, as I say, though you've found salvation, 

If I should choose to cry — as now — 'Shares !' — 

See if the best of you bars me my ration 1 

Because I prefer for my expounder 

Of the laws of the feast, the feast's own Founder : 

Mine's the same right with your poorest and sickliest, 

Supposing I don the marriage -vestiment ; 

So, shut your mouth and open your Testament, 

And carve me my portion at your quickliest !" 

Accordingly, as a shoemaker's lad 
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With wizened face in want of soap, 

And wet apron wound round his waist like a rope, 

After stopping outside, for his cough was bad, 

To get the fit over, poor gentle creature, 

And so avoid disturbing the preacher, — 

Passed in, I sent my elbow spikewise 

At the shutting door, and entered likewise, 

Received the hinge's accustomed greeting, 

Crossed the threshold's magic pentacle, 

And found myself in full conventicle, 

— To wit, in Zion Chapel Meeting, 

On the Christmas-Eve of 'Forty-nine, 

Which, calling its flock to their special clover, 

Found all assembled and one sheep over, 

Whose lot, as the weather pleased, was mine. 

I very soon had enough of it. 
The hot smell and the human noises, 
And my neighbour's coat, the greasy cuff of it, 
Were a pebble-stone that a child's hand poises, 
Compared with the pig-of-lead-like pressure 
Of the preaching-man's immense stupidity, 
As he poured his doctrine forth, full measure, 
To meet his audience's avidity. 
You needed not the wit of the Sibyl 
To guess the cause of it all, in a twinkling — 
No sooner had our friend got inkling 
Of treasure hid in the Holy Bible, 
(Whenever it was the thought first struck him 
How Death, at unawares, might duck him 
Deeper than the grave and quench 
The gin-shop's light in Hell's grim drench) 
Than he handled it so, in fine irreverence, 
As to hug the Book of books to pieces : 
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And, a patchwork of chapters and texts in severance, 
Not improved by the private dog's-ears and creases, 
Having clothed his own soul with, he'd fain see 

equipt yours, 
So tossed you again your Holy Scriptures. 
And you picked them up, in a sense, no doubt : 
Nay, had but a single face of my neighbours 
Appeared to suspect that the preacher's labours 
Were help which the world could be saved without, 
'Tis odds but I had borne in quiet 
A qualm or two at my spiritual diet, 
Or, who can tell ? perchance even mustered 
Somewhat to urge in behalf of the sermon : 
But the flock sate on, divinely flustered, 
Sniffing, methought, its dew of Hermon 
With such content in every snuffle, 
As the devil inside us loves to ruffle. 
My old fat woman purred with pleasure, 
And thumb round thumb went twirling faster 
While she, to his periods keeping measure, 
Maternally devoured the pastor. 
The man with the handkerchief untied it, 
Showed us a horrible wen inside it, 
Gave his eyelids yet another screwing, 
And rocked himself as the woman was doing. 
The shoemaker's lad, discreetly choking, 
Kept down his cough. 'Twas too provoking ! 
My gorge rose at the nonsense and stuff of it, 
And saying, like Eve when she plucked the apple, 
I wanted a taste, and now there's enough of it, 
I flung out of the little chapel. 
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THEOLOGICAL LECTURE-ROOM AT 
GOTTINGEN. 

Alone ! I am left alone once more — 

Alone, beside the entrance-door 

Of a sort of temple, — perhaps a college, 

— Like nothing I ever saw before 

At home in England, to my knowledge. 

The tall, old, quaint, irregular town ! 

It may be . . . though which, I can't affirm . . . any 

Of the famous middle-age towns of Germany ; 

And this flight of stairs where I sit down, 

Is it Halle, Weimar, Cassel or Frankfort 

Or Gottingen, that I have to thank fort ? 

It may be Gottingen, — most likely. 

Through the open door I catch obliquely 

Glimpses of a lecture-hall ; 

And not a bad assembly neither, 

Ranged decent and symmetrical 

On benches, waiting what's to see there ; 

Which, holding still by the Vesture's hem, 

I also resolve to see with them, 

Cautious this time how I suffer to slip 

The chance of joining in fellowship 

With any that call themselves His friends, 

As these folks do, I have a notion. 

But hist — a buzzing and emotion ! 

All settle themselves, the while ascends 

By the creaking rail to the lecture-desk, 

Step by step, deliberate 

Because of his cranium's over-freight, 

Three parts sublime to one grotesque, 
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If I have proved an accurate guesser, 

The hawk-nosed, high-cheek-boned Professor. 

I felt at once as if there ran 

A shoot of love from my heart to the man — 

That sallow, virgin-minded, studious 

Martyr to mild enthusiasm, 

As he uttered a kind of cough-preludious 

That woke my sympathetic spasm, 

(Beside some spitting that made me sorry) 

And stood, surveying his auditory 

With a wan pure look, well nigh celestial, 

— Those blue eyes had survived so much ! 

While, under the foot it could not smutch, 

Lay all the fleshly and the bestial. 

Over he bowed, and arranged his notes, 

Till the auditory's cfearing of throats 

Was done with, died into a silence ; 

And, when each glance was upward sent, 

Each bearded mouth composed intent, 

And a pin might be heard drop half a mile hence, 

He pushed back higher his spectacles, 

Let the eyes stream out like lamps from cells, 

And giving his head of hair — a hake 

Of undressed tow, for colour and quantity — 

One rapid and impatient shake, 

(As our own young England adjusts a jaunty tie 

When about to impart, on mature digestion, 

Some thrilling view of the surplice-question) 

— The Professor's grave voice, sweet though hoarse, 

Broke into his Christmas-Eve's discourse. 

And he began it by observing 

How reason dictated that men 

Should rectify the natural swerving, 
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— Binding, ever as he bade, 

Columns in this colonnade 

With arms wide open to embrace 

The entry of the human race 

To the breast of . . . what is it, yon building, 

A-blaze in front, all paint and gilding, 

With marble for brick, and stones of price 

For garniture of the edifice ? 

Now I see : it is no dream : 

It stands there and it does not seem ; 

For, in pictures, ever thus it looks, 

And thus I have read of it in books, 

Often in England, leagues away, 

And wondered how those fountains play, 

Growing up eternally 

Each to a musical water-tree, 

Whose blossoms drop, a glittering boon, 

Before my eyes, in the light of the moon, 

To the granite lavers underneath. 

Liar and dreamer in your teeth ! 

I, the sinner that speak to you, 

Was in Rome this night, and stood, and knew 

Both this and more ! For see, for see, 

The dark is rent, mine eye is free 

To pierce the crust of the outer wall, 

And I view inside, and all there, all, 

As the swarming hollow of a hive, 

The whole Basilica alive ! 

Men in the chancel, body and nave, 

Men on the pillars' architrave, 

Men on the statues, men on the tombs 

With popes and kings in their porphyry wombs, 

All famishing in expectation 
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Of the main-altar's consummation. 
For see, for see, the rapturous moment 
Approaches, and earth's best endowment 
Blends with heaven's : the taper-fires 
Pant up, the winding brazen spires 
Heave loftier yet the baldachin ; 
The incense-gaspings, long kept in, 
Suspire in clouds ; the organ blatant 
Holds his breath and grovels latent, 
As if God's hushing finger grazed him, 
(Like Behemoth when He praised him) 
At the silver bell's shrill tinkling, 
Quick cold drops of terror sprinkling; 
On the sudden pavement strewed 
With faces of the multitude. 
Earth breaks up, time drops away, 
In flows heaven, with its new day 
Of endless life, when He who trod, 
Very man and very God, 
This earth in weakness, shame and pain, 
Dying the death whose signs remain 
Up yonder on the accursed tree, — 
Shall come again, no more to be 
Of captivity the thrall, 
But the one God, all in all, 
King of kings, and Lord of lords, 
As His servant John received the words, 
"I died, and live for evermore ! " 
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LOVE AMONG THE RUINS. 
i. 

Where the quiet-coloured end of evening smiles 

Miles and miles 
On the solitary pastures where our sheep 

Half-asleep 

Tinkle homeward through the twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop — 

n. 

Was the site once of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 
Of our country's very capital, its prince 

Ages since 

Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding far 
Peace or war. 

in. 

Now — the country does not even boast a tree, 

As you see, 
To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 

From the hills 
Intersect and give a name to, (else they run 




Into one) 
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IV. 

Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 

Up like fires 
O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall 

Bounding all, 
Made of marble, men might march on nor be prest, 

Twelve abreast. 

v. 

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 
Never was ! 

Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o'erspreads 

And embeds 
Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 

Stock or stone — 

VI. 

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 
Long ago ; 

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame 

Struck them tame ; 
And that glory and that shame alike, the gold 

Bought and sold. 

VII. 

Now, — the single little turret that remains 

On the plains, 
By the caper overrooted, by the gourd 

Overscored, 

While the patching houseleek's head of blossom winks 
Through the chinks — 
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VIII. 

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time 

Sprang sublime, 
And a burning ring all round, the chariots traced 

As they raced, 
And the monarch and his minions and his dames 

Viewed the games. 

IX. 

And I know, while thus the quiet-coloured eve 

Smiles to leave 
To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece 

In such peace, 
And the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey 

Melt away — 

x. 

That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 

Waits me there 
In the turret, whence the charioteers caught soul 

For the goal, 

When the king looked, where she looks now, breath- 
less, dumb 

Till I come. 

XI. 

But he looked upon the city, every side, 

Far and wide, 
All the mountains topped with temples, all the glades' 

Colonnades, 

AU the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,— and then, 
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XII. 

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand, 
Either hand 

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
Of my face, 

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 
Each on each. 

XIII. 

In one year they sent a million fighters forth 

South and north, 
And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 

As the sky, 

Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force — 
Gold, of course. 

xrv. 

Oh, heart ! oh, blood that freezes, blood that burns ! 

Earth's returns 
For whole centuries of folly, noise and sm ! 

Shut them in, 
With their triumphs and their glories and the rest. 

Love is best ! 



EVELYN HOPE. 
1. 

Beautiful Evelyn Hope is dead ! 

Sit and watch by her side an hour. 
That is her book-shelf, this her bed ; 

She plucked that piece of geranium-flower, 



330 Men and Women. 

Beginning to die too, in the glass. 

Little has yet been changed, I think : 
The shutters are shut, no light may pass 

Save two long rays through the hinge's chink. 

IL 

Sixteen years old when she died ! 

Perhaps she had scarcely heard my name ; 
It was not her time to love : beside, 

Her life had many a hope and aim, 
Duties enough and little cares, 

And now was quiet, now astir, 
Till God's hand beckoned unawares, 

And the sweet white brow is all of her. 

IIL 

Is it too late then, Evelyn Hope ? 

What, your soul was pure and true, 
The good stars met in your horoscope, 

Made you of spirit, fire and dew — 
And just because I was thrice as old, 

And our paths in the world diverged so wide, 
Each was nought to each, must I be told ? 

We were fellow mortals, nought beside ? 

IV. 

No, indeed ! for God above 
Is great to grant, as mighty to make, 

And creates the love to reward the love, — 
I claim you still, for my own love's sake ! 

Delayed it may be for more lives yet, 
Through worlds I shall traverse, not a few — 

Much is to learn and much to forget 
^fo^he time be come for taking you. 
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But the time will come, — at last it will, 

When, Evelyn Hope, what meant, I shall say, 
In the lower earth, in the years long still, 

That body and soul so pure and gay ? 
Why your hair was amber, I shall divine, 

And your mouth of your own geranium's red — 
And what you would do with me, in fine, 

In the new life come in the old one's stead. 

VI. 

I have lived, I shall say, so much since then, 

Given up myself so many times, 
Gained me the gains of various men, 

Ransacked the ages, spoiled the climes ; 
Yet one thing, one, in my soul's full scope, 

Either I missed or itself missed me — 
And I want and find you, Evelyn Hope ! 

What is the issue ? let us see ! 

VII. 

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while ; 

My heart seemed full as it could hold — 
There was place and to spare for the frank young smile 

And the red young mouth and the hair's young gold. 
So, hush, — I will give you this leaf to keep — 

See, I shut it inside the sweet cold hand. 
There, that is our secret ! go to sleep ; 

You will wake, and remember, and understand. 
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THE CITY. 



rSRSON OF QUALITY.) 



^tjaer, money enough and to 
^^cbt, were a house in the city- 

■X 

a life, as one leads at the 
II. 

^ by Bacchus, something to hear, at 

T^^rfe day long, one's life is a perfect feast ; 
f^^tf a villa one lives, I maintain it, no more 
V*^ ^0 a beast 

in. 

^^h m0r* 1°°^ at °ur villa ! stuck like the horn of a 
toll 

. _^ ^ a mountain's edge as bare as the creature's 

' °f a b usn wi^ 1 bardly a leaf to pull 
jfr V>wn, sometimes, to see if the hair's 

V J 
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But the city, oh the city — the square with the houses ! 
Why? 

They are stone-faced, white as a curd, there's some- 
thing to take the eye ! 

Houses in four straight lines, not a single front awry ! 

You watch who crosses and gossips, who saunters, 
who hurries by : 

Green blinds, as a matter of course, to draw when 
the sun gets high ; 

And the shops with fanciful signs which are painted 
properly. 

v. 

What of a villa ? Though winter be over in March by 
rights, 

'Tis May perhaps ere the snow shall have withered 

well, off the heights : 
You've the brown ploughed land before, where the 

oxen steam and wheeze, 
And the hills over-smoked behind by the faint grey 

olive-trees. 

VI. 

Is it better in May, I ask you ? you've summer all at 
once; 

In a day he leaps complete with a few strong April suns ! 
'Mid the sharp short emerald wheat, scarce risen 

three fingers well, 
The wild tulip, at end of its tube, blows out its great 

red bell 

Like a thin clear bubble of blood, for the children to 
pick and sell. 
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VII. 

Is it ever hot in the square ? There's a fountain to 

spout and splash ! 
In the shade it sings and springs ; in the shine such 

foam-bows flash 
On the horses with curling fish-tails, that prance and 

paddle and pash 
Round the lady atop in the conch — fifty gazers do not 
abash, 

Though all that she wears is some weeds round her 
waist in a sort of sash ! 

VIII. 

All the year long at the villa, nothing's to see though 
you linger, 

Except yon cypress that points like Death's lean lifted 
forefinger. 

Some think fireflies pretty, when they mix in the corn 
and mingle, 

Or thrid the stinking hemp till the stalks of it seem 
a-tingle. 

Late August or early September, the stunning cicala 
is shrill, 

And the bees keep their tiresome whine round the 

resinous firs on the hill. 
Enough of the seasons, — I spare you the months of 

the fever and chill. 

IX. 

Ere opening your eyes in the city, the blessed church- 
bells begin : 

No sooner the bells leave off, than the diligence rattles 
in: 
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You get the pick of the news, and it costs you never 
a pin. 

By and by there's the travelling doctor gives pills, lets 

blood, draws teeth ; 
Or the Pulcinello-trumpet breaks up the market beneath. 
At the post-office such a scene-picture — the new play, 

piping hot ! 

And a notice how, only this morning, three liberal 

thieves were shot. 
Above it, behold the archbishop's most fatherly of 

rebukes, 

And beneath, with his crown and his lion, some little 

new law of the Duke's ! 
Or a sonnet with flowery marge, to the Reverend Don 

So-and-so 

Who is Dante, Boccaccio, Petrarca, Saint Jerome and 
Cicero, 

"And moreover," (the sonnet goes rhyming,) "the 

skirts of Saint Paul has reached, 
Having preached us those six Lent-lectures more 

unctuous than ever he preached." 
Noon strikes, — here sweeps the procession ! our Lady 

borne smiling and smart 
With a pink gauze gown all spangles, and seven 

swords stuck in her heart ! 
Bang, whang, whang, goes the drum, tootle-U-tootle 

the fife ; 

No keeping one's haunches still: it's the greatest 
pleasure in life. 

x. 



But bless you, it's dear — ifs dear! fowls, wine, at 
double the rate. 
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They have clapped a new tax upon salt, and what oil 

pays passing the gate 
It's a horror to think of. And so, the villa for me, 

not the city ! 

Beggars can scarcely be choosers: but still— ah, the 

pity, the pity ! 
Look, two and two go the priests, then the monks, 

with cowls and sandals, 
And the penitents dressed in white shirts, a-holding 

the yellow candles ; 
One, he carries a flag up straight, and another a cross 

with handles, 

And the Duke's guard brings up the rear, for the 

better prevention of scandals : 
Bang, whang, whang, goes the drum, tootlc-tc4ootle 

the fife. 

Oh, a day in the city-square, there is no such pleasure 
in life ! 
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I AM poor brother Lippo, by your leave ! 
You need not clap your torches to my face. 
Zooks, what's to blame ? you think you see a monk ! 
What, it's past midnight, and you go the rounds, 
And here you catch me at an alley's end 
Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar ? 
The Carmine's my cloister : hunt it up, 
Do — harry out, if you must show your zeal, 
Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole, 
And nip each softling of a wee white mouse, 
Weke, weke, that's crept to keep him company ! 
Aha, you know your betters ? Then, you'll take 
Your hand away that's fiddling on my throat, 
And please to know me likewise. Who am 1 1 
Why, one, sir, who is lodging with a friend 
Three streets off— he's a certain . . . how d'ye call ? 
Master — a . . . Cosimo of the Medici, 
In the house that caps the corner. Boh ! you were 
best! 

Remember and tell me, the day you're hanged, 

How you affected such a gullet's-gripe ! 

But you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves 

Pick up a manner nor discredit you. 

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets 

And count fair prizs what comes into their net ? 

He's Judas to a tittle, that man is ! 

Just such a face ! Why, sir, you make amends, 
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Lord, I'm not angry ! Bid your hangdogs go 
Drink out this quarter-florin to the health 
Of the munificent house that harbours me 
(And many more beside, lads ! more beside !) 
And all's come square again. I'd like his face — 
His, elbowing on his comrade in the door 
With the pike and lantern — for the slave that holds 
John Baptist's head a-dangle by the hair 
With one hand ("look you, now," as who should say) 
And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped ! 
It's not your chance to have a bit of chalk, 
A wood-coal or the like ? or you should see ! 
Yes, I'm the painter, since you style me so. 
What, brother Lippo's doings, up and down, 
You know them and they take you ? like enough ! 
I saw the proper twinkle in your eye — 
'Tell you, I liked your looks at very first 
Let's sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch. 
Here's spring come, and the nights one makes up 
bands 

To roam the town and sing out carnival, 

And I've been three weeks shut within my mew, 

A-painting for the great man, saints and saints 

And saints again.' I could not paint all night — 

Ouf ! I leaned out of window for fresh air. 

There came a hurry of feet and little feet, 

A sweep of lute- strings, laughs, and whifts of song — 

Flower <?' the broom, 

Take away love, and our earth is a tomb I 
Flower d the quince, 

I let Lisa go, and what good } s in life since t 
Flower d the thyme — and so on. Round they went. 
Scarce had they turned the corner when a titter 
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Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight — three 
slim shapes, 

And a face that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and 
blood, 

That's all I'm made of ! Into shreds it went, 

Curtain and counterpane and coverlet, 

All the bed furniture — a dozen knots, 

There was a ladder ! down I let myself, 

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped, 

And after them. I came up with the fun 

Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met — 

Flower <?' the rose, 

If Pve been merry, what matter who knows f 

And so as I was stealing back again 

To get to bed and have a bit of sleep 

Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work 

On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast 

With his great round stone to subdue the flesh, 

You snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see ! 

Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your head — 

Mine's shaved — a monk, you say — the sting's in that ! 

If Master Cosimo announced himself, 

Mum's the word naturally ; but a monk ! 

Come, what am I a beast for ? tell us, now ! 

I was a baby when my mother died 

And father died and left me in the street 

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two 

On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks, 

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day, 

My stomach being empty as your hat, 

The wind doubled me up and down I went 

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand, 

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew) 
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And so along the wall, over the bridge, 
By the straight cut to the convent. Six words there, 
While I stood munching my first bread that month : 
" So, boy, you're minded," quoth the good fat father 
Wiping his own mouth, 'twas refection -time — 
"To quit this very miserable world ? 
Will you renounce " . . The mouthful of bread ? 
thought I ; 

By no means ! Brief, they made a monk of me ; 

I did renounce the world, its pride and greed, 

Palace, farm, villa, shop and banking-house, 

Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici 

Have given their hearts to — all at eight years old. 

Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure, 

'Twas not for nothing — the good bellyful, 

The warm serge and the rope that goes all round, 

And day-long blessed idleness beside ! 

" Letfs see what the urchin's fit for " — that came next : 

Not overmuch their way, I must confess. 

Such a to-do ! they tried me with their books. 

Lord, they'd have taught me Latin in pure waste ! 

Flower o 1 the clove. 

All the Latin I construe is, "amo" I love I 

But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets 

Eight years together, as my fortune was, 

Watching folk's faces to know who will fling 

The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires, 

And who will curse or kick him for his pains — 

Which gentleman processional and fine, 

Holding a candle to the Sacrament, 

Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch 

The droppings of the wax to sell again, 

Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped,— - 
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How say I ? — nay, which dog bites, which lets drop 
His bone from the heap of offal in the street, — 
Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike, 
He learns the look of things, minds none the less 
For admonitions from the hunger-pinch. 
I had a store of such remarks, be sure, 
Which, after I found leisure, turned to use : 
I drew men's faces on my copy-books, 
Scrawled them within the antiphonary's marge, 
Joined legs and arms to the square music-notes, 
Found nose and eyes and chin for A.s and B.s, 
And made a string of pictures of the world 
Betwixt the ins and outs of verb and noun, 
On the wall, the bench, the door. The monks looked 
black. 

"Nay," quoth the Prior, "turn him out, d'ye say ? 
In no wise. Lose a crow and catch a lark. 
What if at last we get our man of parts, 
We Carmelites, like those Camaldolese 
And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine 
And put the front on it that ought to be ! " 
And hereupon they bade me daub away. 
Thank you ! my head being crammed, their walls a 
blank, 

Never was such prompt disemburdening. 
First, every sort of monk, the black and white, 
I drew them, fat and lean : then, folks at church, 
From good old gossips waiting to confess 
Their cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends, — 
To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot, 
Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there 
With the little children round him in a row 
Of admiration, half for his beard and half 
R 
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For that white anger of his victim's son 
Shaking a fist at him with one fierce arm, 
Signing himself with the other because of Christ 
(Whose sad face on the cross sees only this 
After the passion of a thousand years) 
Till some poor girl, her apron o'er her head 
Which the intense eyes looked through, came at eve 
On tip-toe, said a word, dropped in a loa£ 
Her pair of ear-rings and a bunch of flowers 
The brute took growling, prayed, and then was gone. 
I painted all, then cried " 'tis ask and have — 
Choose, for more's ready ! " — laid the ladder flat, 
And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall. 
The monks closed in a circle and praised loud 
Till checked — taught what to see and not to see, 
Being simple bodies, — "that's the very man ! 
Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog ! 
That woman's like the Prior's niece who comes 
To care about his asthma : it's the life ! " 
But there my triumph's straw-fire flared and funked — 
Their betters took their turn to see and say : 
The Prior and the learned pulled a face 
And stopped all that in no time. "How? what's 
here? 

Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all ! 

Faces, arms, legs and bodies like the true 

As much as pea and pea ! it's devil's-game ! 

Your business is not to catch men with show, 

With homage to the perishable clay, 

But lift them over it, ignore it all, 

Make them forget there's such a thing as flesh. 

Your business is to paint the souls of men — 

Man's soul, and it's a fire, smoke ... no it's not . . . 
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It's vapour done up like a new-born babe — 
(In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth) 
It's . . . well, what matters talking, it's the soul ! 
Give us no more of body than shows soul ! 
Here's Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God, 
That sets you praising, — why not stop with him ? 
Why put all thoughts of praise out of our heads 
With wonder at lines, colours, and what not ? 
Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms ! 
Rub all out, try at it a second time. 
Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts, 
She's just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say, — 
Who went and danced and got men's heads cut off- 
Have it all out ! " Now, is this sense, I ask ? 
A fine way to paint soul, by painting body 
So ill, the eye can't stop there, must go further 
And can't fare worse ! Thus, yellow does for white 
When what you put for yellow's simply black, 
And any sort of meaning looks intense 
When all beside itself means and looks nought. 
Why can't a painter lift each foot in turn, 
Left foot and right foot, go a double step, 
Make his flesh liker and his soul more like, 
Both in their order ? Take the prettiest face, 
The Prior's niece . . . patron-saint: — is it so pretty 
You can't discover if it means hope, fear, 
Sorrow or joy ? won't beauty go with these ? 
Suppose I've made her eyes all right and blue, 
Can't I take breath and try to add life's flash, 
And then add soul and heighten them threefold ? 
Or say there's beauty with no soul at all — 
(I never saw it — put the case the same — ) 
If you get simple beauty and nought else, 
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You get about the best thing God invents, — 
That's somewhat : and you'll find the soul you have 
missed. 

Within yourself when you return Him thanks ! 

" Rub all out ! " Well, well, there's my life, in short, 

And so the thing has gone on ever since. 

Fm grown a man no doubt, Fve broken bounds — 

You should not take a fellow eight years old 

And make him swear to never kiss the girls. 

I'm my own master, paint now as I please — 

Having a friend, you see, in the Corner-house ! 

Lord, it's fast holding by the rings in front — 

Those great rings serve more purposes than just 

To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse ! 

And yet the old schooling sticks, the old grave eyes 

Are peeping o'er my shoulder as I work, 

The heads shake still — "It's Art's decline, my son ! 

You're not of the true painters, great and old : 

Brother Angelico's the man, you'll find : 

Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer : 

Fag on at flesh, you'll never make the third ! " 

Flower d the pine, 

You keep your mistr . . . manners, and Vll stick to 
mine t 

I'm not the third, then : bless us, they must know ! 
Don't you think they're the likeliest to know, 
They with their Latin ? so I swallow my rage, 
Clench my teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint 
To please them — sometimes do, and sometimes don't, 
For, doing most, there's pretty sure to come 
A turn, some warm eve finds me at my saints — 
A laugh, a cry, the business of the world — 
Flower d the peach, 
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Death fdt us all, and his own life for each I) 

And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs o'er, 

The world and life's too big to pass for a dream, 

And I do these wild things in sheer despite, 

And play the fooleries you catch me at, 

In pure rage ! the old mill-horse, out at grass 

After hard years, throws up his stiff heels so, 

Although the miller does not preach to him 

The only good of grass is to make chaff. 

What would men have ? Do they li^e grass or no — 

May they or mayn't they ? all I want's the thing 

Settled for ever one way : as it is, 

You tell too many lies and hurt yourself. 

You don't like what you only like too much, 

You do like what, if given you at your word, 

You find abundantly detestable. 

For me, I think I speak as I was taught — 

I always see the Garden and God there 

A-making man's wife — and, my lesson learned, 

The^value and significance of flesh, 

I can't unlearn ten minutes afterward. 

You understand me : I'm a beast, I know. 
But see, now — why, I see as certainly 
As that the morning-star's about to shine, 
What will hap some day. We've a youngster here 
Comes to our convent, studies what I do, 
Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop — 
His name is Guidi — he'll not mind the monks — 
They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk — 
He picks my practice up — he'll paint apace, 
I hope so — though I never live so long, 
I know what's sure to follow. You be judge ! 
You speak no Latin more than I, belike — 
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However, you're my man, you've seen the wfcrld 
— The beauty and the wonder and the power, 
The shapes of things, their colours, lights and shades, 
Changes, surprises — and God made it all ! 
— For what ? do you feel thankful, ay or no, 
For this fair town's face, yonder river's line, 
The mountain round it and the sky above, 
Much more the figures of man, woman, child, 
These are the frame to ? What's it all about ? 
To be passed o'er, despised ? or dwelt upon, 
Wondered at ? oh, this last of course, you say. 
But why not do as well as say — paint these 
Just as they are, careless what comes of it ? 
God's works — paint any one, and count it crime 
*To let a truth slip. Don't object, " His works 
Are here already — nature is complete : 
Suppose you reproduce her — (which you can't) 
There's no advantage ! you must beat her, then." 
For, don't you mark, we're made so that we love 
First when we see them painted, things we have passed 
Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see ; 
And so they are better, painted — better 'to us, 
Which is the same thing. Art was given for that — 
God uses us to help each other so, 
Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now, 
Your cullion's hanging face ? A bit of chalk, 
And trust me, but you should, though ! How much 
more, 

If I drew higher things with the same truth ! 

That were to take the Prior's pulpit-place, 

Interpret God to all of you ! oh, oh, 

It makes me mad to see what men shall do 

And we in our graves ! This world's no blot for us, 
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Nor blank — it means intensely, and means good : 

To find its meaning is my meat and drink. 

" Ay, but you don't so instigate to prayer," 

Strikes in the Prior ! " when your meaning's plain 

It does not say to folks — remember matins, 

Or, mind you fast next Friday." Why, for this 

What need of art at all ? A skull and bones, 

Two bits of stick nailed cross-wise, or, what's best, 

A bell to chime the hour with, does as well. 

I painted a Saint Laurence six months since 

At Prato, splashed the fresco in fine style : 

" How looks my painting, now the scaffold's down ? 

I ask a brother : "Hugely," he returns — 

" Already not one phiz of your three slaves 

That turn the Deacon off his toasted side, 

Bur's scratched and prodded to our heart's content, 

The pious people have so eased their own 

When coming to say prayers there in a rage : 

We get on fast to see the bricks beneath. 

Expect another job this time next year, 

For pity and religion grow i' the crowd — 

Your painting serves its purpose ! " Hang the fools ! 

— That is — you'll not mistake an idle word 
Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot, 
Tasting the air this spicy night which turns 
The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine ! 
Oh, the church knows ! don't misreport me, now ! 
It's natural a poor monk out of bounds 
Should have his apt word to excuse himself: 
And hearken how I plot to make amends. 
I have bethought me : I shall paint a piece 
. . . There's for you ! Give me six months, then go, see 
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Something in Sant' Ambrogio's . . . bless the nuns ! 
They want a cast of my office. I shall paint 
God in the midst, Madonna and her babe, 
Ringed by a bowery, flowery angel-brood, 
Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet 
As puff on puff of grated orris-root 
When ladies crowd to church at midsummer. 
And then in the front, of course a saint or two — 
Saint John, because he saves the Florentines, 
Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white 
The convent's friends and gives them a long day, 
And Job, I must have him there past mistake, 
The man of Uz (and Us without the z, 
Painters who need his patience). Well, all these 
Secured at their devotions, up shall come 
Out of a corner when you least expect, 
As one by a dark stair into a great light, 
Music and talking, who but Lippo ! I ! — 
Mazed, motionless, and moon-struck — I'm the man ! 
Back I shrink — what is this I see and hear ? 
I, caught up with my monk's things by mistake, 
My old serge gown and rope that goes all round, 
I, in this presence, this pure company ! 
Where's a hole, where's a corner for escape ? 
Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing 
Forward, puts out a soft palm — " Not so fast ! " 
— Addresses the celestial presence, " nay — 
He made you and devised you, after all, 
Though he's none of you ! Could Saint John there, 
draw — 

His camel-hair make up a painting-brush ? 
We come to brother Lippo for all that, 
Istc perfecit opus /" So, all smite — 
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I shuffle sideways with my blushing face 

Under the cover of a hundred wings 

Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you're gay 

And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut, 

Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops 

The hothead husband ! Thus I scuttle off 

To some safe bench behind, not letting go 

The palm of her, the little lily thing 

That spoke the good word for me in the nick, 

Like the Prior's niece . . . Saint Lucy, I would say. 

And so all's saved for me, and for the church 

A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hence ! 

Your hand, sir, and good-bye : no lights, no lights f 

The street's hushed, and I know my own way back, 

Don't fear me ! There's the grey beginning. Zooks ! 
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IX. 

So an octave struck the answer. Oh, they praised you, 
I dare say ! 

" Brave Galuppi ! that was music ! good alike at grave 
and gay ! 

I can always leave off talking, when I hear a master 
play." 

X. 

Then they left you for their pleasure : till in due time, 
one by one, 

Some with lives that came to nothing, some with deeds 
as well undone, 
. Death came tacitly and took them where they never 
see the sun. 

XI. 

But when I sit down to reason, — think to take my 

stand nor swerve, 
While I triumph o'er a secret wrung from nature's close 

reserve, 

In you come with your cold music, till I creep through 
every nerve. 

XII. 

Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a 

house was burned — 
" Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent 

what Venice earned ! 
The soul, doubtless, is immortal — where a soul can be 

discerned. 
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"Yours for instance ; you know physics, something of 
geology, 

Mathematics are your pastime ; souls shall rise in their 
degree ; 

Butterflies may dread extinction — you'll not die, it 
cannot be ! 



" As for Venice and its people, merely born to bloom, 
and drop, 

Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly 

were the crop : 
What of soul was left, I wonder, when the kissing had 

to stop ? 



"Dust and ashes ! " So you creak it, and I want the 

heart to scold. 
Dear dead women, with such hair, too — what's become 

of all the gold 
Used to hang and brush their bosoms ? I feel chilly 

and grown old. 
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AN EPISTLE 

Containing the Strange Medical Experience of 
Karshish, the Arab Physician. 

Karshish, the picker-up of learning's crumbs, 
The not-incurious in God's handiwork 
(This man's-flesh He hath admirably made, 
Blown like a bubble, kneaded like a paste, 
To coop up and keep down on earth a space 
That puff of vapour from His mouth, man's soul) 
— To Abib, all-sagacious in our art, 
Breeder in me of what poor skill I boast, 
Like me inquisitive how pricks and cracks 
Befall the flesh through too much stress and strain, 
Whereby the wily vapour fain would slip 
Back and rejoin its source before the term, — 
And aptest in contrivance, under God, 
To baffle it by deftly stopping such : — 
The vagrant Scholar to his Sage at home 
Sends greeting (health and knowledge, fame with 
peace) 

Three samples of true snake-stone — rarer still, 
One of the other sort, the melon-shaped, 
(But fitter, pounded fine, for charms than drugs) 
And writeth now the twenty-second time. 

My journeyings were brought to Jericho : 
Thus I resume. Who studious in our art 
Shall count a little labour unrepaid ? 
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I have shed sweat enough, left flesh and bone 
On many a flinty furlong of this land. 
Also the country-side is all on fire 
With rumours of a marching hitherward : 
Some say Vespasian cometh, some, his son. 
A black lynx snarled and pricked a tufted ear ; 
Lust of my blood inflamed his yellow balls : 
I cried and threw my staff and he was gone. 
Twice have the robbers stripped and beaten me, 
And once a town declared me for a spy, 
But at the end, I reach Jerusalem, 
Since this poor covert where I pass the night, 
This Bethany, lies scarce the distance thence 
A man with plague-sores at the third degree 
Runs till he drops down dead. Thou laughest here ! 
'Sooth, it elates me, thus reposed and safe, 
To void the stuffing of my travel- scrip 
And share with thee whatever Jewry yields. 
A viscid choler is observable 
In tertians, I was nearly bold to say, 
And falling-sickness hath a happier cure 
Than our school wots of : there's a spider here 
Weaves no web, watches on the ledge of tombs, 
Sprinkled with mottles on an ash-grey back ; 
Take five and drop them . . . but who knows his 
mind, 

The Syrian run-a-gate I trust this to ? 

His service payeth me a sublimate 

Blown up his nose to help the ailing eye. 

Best wait : I reach Jerusalem at morn, 

There set in order my experiences, 

Gather what most deserves, and give thee all — 

Or I might add, Judea's gum-tragacanth 
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Scales off in purer flakes, shines clearer-grained, 
Cracks 'twixt the pestle and the porphyry, 
In fine exceeds our produce. Scalp-disease 
Confounds me, crossing so with leprosy — 
Thou hadst admired one sort I gained at Zoar — 
But zeal outruns discretion. Here I end. 

Yet stay: my Syrian blinketh gratefully, 
Protesteth his devotion is my price — 
Suppose I write what harms not, though he steal ? 
I half resolve to tell thee, yet I blush, 
What set me off a- writing first of all. 
An itch I had, a sting to write, a tang ! 
For, be it this town's barrenness — or else 
The Man had something in the look of him — 
His case has struck me far more than 'tis worth. 
So, pardon if— (lest presently I lose 
In the great press of novelty at hand 
The care and pains this somehow stole from me) 
I bid thee take the thing while fresh in mind, 
Almost in sight — for, wilt thou have the truth ? 
The very man is gone from me but now, 
Whose ailment is the subject of discourse. 
Thus then, and let thy better wit help all. 

'Tis but a case of mania — subinduced 
By epilepsy, at the turning-point 
Of trance prolonged unduly some three days, 
When by the exhibition of some drug 
Or spell, exorcisation, stroke of art 
Unknown to me and which 'twere well to know, 
The evil thing out-breaking all at once 
Left the man whole and sound of body indeed, — 
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But, flinging, so to speak, life's gates too wide, 
Making a clear house of it too suddenly, 
The first conceit that entered might inscribe 
Whatever it was minded on the wall 
So plainly at that vantage, as it were, 
(First come, first served) that nothing subsequent 
Attaineth to erase those fancy-scrawls 
The just-returned and new-established soul 
Hath gotten now so thoroughly by heart 
That henceforth she will read or those or none. 
And first — the man's own firm conviction rests 
That he was dead (in fact they buried him), 
That he was dead and then restored to life 
By a Nazarene physician of his tribe : 
— 'Sayeth, the same bade " Rise," and he did rise. 
"Such cases are diurnal," thou wilt cry. 
Not so this figment ! — not, that such a fume, 
Instead of giving way to time and health, 
Should eat itself into the life of life, 
As saffron tingeth flesh, blood, bones and all ! 
For see, how he takes up the after-life. 
The man — it is one Lazarus a Jew, 
Sanguine, proportioned, fifty years of age, 
The body's habit wholly laudable, 
As much, indeed, beyond the common health 
As he were made and put aside to show. 
Think, could we penetrate by any drug 
And bathe the wearied soul and worried flesh, 
And bring it clear and fair, by three days' sleep ! 
Whence has the man the balm that brightens all ? 
This grown man eyes the world now like a child. 
Some elders of his tribe, I should premise, 
Led in their friend, obedient as a sheep, 
S 
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To bear my inquisition. While they spoke, 

Now sharply, now with sorrow — told the case — 

He listened not except I spoke to him, 

But folded his two hands and let them talk, 

Watching the flies that buzzed ; and yet no fool : 

And that's a sample how his years must go. 

Look if a beggar, in fixed middle-life, 

Should find a treasure, can he use the same 

With straightened habits and with tastes starved small, 

And take at once to his impoverished brain 

The sudden element that changes things, 

That sets the undreamed rapture at his hand, 

And puts the cheap old joy in the scorned dust ? 

Is he not such a one as moves to mirth — 

Warily parsimonious, when no need, 

Wasteful as drunkenness at undue times ? 

All prudent counsel as to what befits 

The golden mean, is lost on such a one : 

The man's fantastic will is the man's law. 

So here — we'll call the treasure knowledge, say, 

Increased beyond the fleshly faculty — 

Heaven opened to a soul while yet on earth, 

Earth forced on a soul's use while seeing Heaven. 

The man is witless of the size, the sum, 

The value in proportion of all things, 

Or whether it be little or be much. 

Discourse to him of prodigious armaments 

Assembled to besiege his city now, 

And of the passing of a mule with gourds — 

'Tis one ! Then take it on the other side, 

Speak of some trifling fact— he will gaze rapt 

With stupor at its very littleness, 

(Far as I see) as if in that indeed 
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He caught prodigious import, whole results ; 
And so will turn to us the bystanders 
In ever the same stupor (note this point) 
That we too see not with his opened eyes ! 
Wonder and doubt come wrongly into play, 
Preposterously, at cross purposes. 
Should his child sicken unto death — why, look 
For scarce abatement of his cheerfulness, 
Or pretermission of his daily craft — 
While a word, gesture, glance from that same child 
At play or in the school or laid asleep, 
Will startle him to an agony of fear, 
Exasperation, just as like ! demand 
The reason why — " 'tis but a word," object, 
"A gesture" — he regards thee as our lord 
Who lived there in the pyramid alone, 
Looked at us, dost thou mind, when being young 
Either would unadvisedly recite 
Some charm's beginning, from that book of his, 
Able to bid the sun throb wide and burst 
All into stars, as suns grown old are wont. 
Thou and the child have each a veil alike 
Thrown o'er your heads from under which ye both 
Stretch your blind hands and trifle with a match 
Over a mine of Greek fire, did ye know ! 
He holds on firmly to some thread of life 
(It is the life to lead perforcedly) 
Which runs across some vast distracting orb 
Of glory on either side that meagre thread, 
Which, conscious of, he must not enter yet — 
The spiritual life around the earthly life ! 
The law of that is known to him as this, 
His heart and brain move there, his feet stay here, 
s 2 
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So is the man perplext with impulses 
Sadden to start off crosswise, not straight on, 
Proclaiming what is Right and Wrong across, 
And not along, this black thread through the blaze — 
" It should be" balked by " here it cannot be." 
And oft the man's soul springs into his face 
As if he saw again and heard again 
His sage that bade him " Rise " and he did rise : 
Something, a word, a tick of the blood within, 
Admonishes— -then back he sinks at once 
To ashes, that was very fire before, 
In sedulous recurrence to his trade 
Whereby he earneth him the daily bread ; 
And studiously the humbler for that pride, 
Professedly the faultier that he knows 
God's secret, while he holds the thread of life. 
Indeed the especial marking of the man 
Is prone submission to the Heavenly will — 
Seeing it, what it is, and why it is. 
'Sayeth, he will wait patient to the last 
For that same death which will restore his being 
To equilibrium, body loosening soul 
Divorced even now by premature full growth ; 
He will live, nay, it pleaseth him to live 
So long as God please, and just how God please : 
He even seeketh not to please God more 
(Which meaneth, otherwise) than as God please. 
Hence I perceive not he affects to preach 
The doctrine of his sect whate'er it be, 
Make proselytes as madmen thirst to do : 
How can he give his neighbour the real ground, 
His own conviction ? ardent as he is — 
Xall his great truth a lie, why still the old 
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" Be it as God please " reassureth him. 
I probed the sore as thy disciple should — 
"How, beast," said I, "this stolid carelessness 
Sufficeth thee, when Rome is on her march 
To stamp out like a little spark thy town, 
Thy tribe, thy crazy tale and thee at once ? " 
He merely looked with his large eyes on me. 
The man is apathetic, you deduce ? 
Contrariwise he loves both old and young, 
Able and weak — affects the very brutes 
And birds — how say I ? flowers of the field — 
As a wise workman recognises tools 
In a master's workshop, loving what they make. 
Thus is the man as harmless as a lamb ; 
Only impatient, let him do his best, 
At ignorance and carelessness and sin — 
An indignation which is promptly curbed : 
As when in certain travels I have feigned 
Myself an ignoramus in our art 
According to some preconceived design, 
And happed to hear the land's practitioners 
Steeped in conceit sublimed by ignorance, 
Prattle fantastically on disease, 
Its cause and cure — and I must hold my peace ! 

Thou wilt object — why have I not ere this 
Sought out the sage himself, the Nazarene 
Who wrought this cure, inquiring at the source, 
Conferring with the frankness that befits ? 
Alas ! it grieveth me, the learned leech 
Perished in a tumult many years ago, 
Accused — our learning's fate— of wizardry, 
Rebellion, to the setting up a rule 
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And creed prodigious as described to me. 

His death which happened when the earthquake fell 

(Prefiguring, as soon appeared, the loss 

To occult learning in our lord the sage 

Who lived there in the pyramid alone) 

Was wrought by the mad people — that's their wont — 

On vain recourse, as I conjecture it, 

To his tried virtue for miraculous help — 

How could he stop the earthquake? That's their way 

The other imputations must be lies : 

But take one — though I loathe to give it thee, 

In mere respect to any good man's fame ! 

(And after all, our patient Lazarus 

Is stark mad ; should we count on what he says ? 

Perhaps not : though in writing to a leech 

'Tis well to keep back nothing of a case.) 

This man so cured regards the curer, then, 

As — God forgive me — who but God himself, 

Creator and Sustainer of the world, 

That came and dwelt in flesh on it awhile ! 

— 'Sayeth that such a One was born and lived, 

Taught, healed the sick, broke bread at his own house. 

Then died, with Lazarus by, for aught I know, 

And yet was . . . what I said nor choose repeat, 

And must have so avouched himself, in fact, 

In hearing of this very Lazarus 

Who saith — but why all this of what he saith ? 

Why write of trivial matters, things of price 

Calling at every moment for remark ? 

I noticed on the margin of a pool 

Blue-flowering borage, the Aleppo sort, 

Aboundeth, very nitrous. It is strange ! 
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Thy pardon for this long and tedious case, 
Which, now that I review it, needs must seem 
Unduly dwelt on, prolixly set forth ! 
Nor I myself discern in what is writ 
Good cause for the peculiar interest 
And awe indeed this man has touched me with. 
Perhaps the journey's end, the weariness 
Had wrought upon me first I met him thus : 
I crossed a ridge of short sharp broken hills 
Like an old lion's cheek-teeth. Out there came 
A moon made like a face with certain spots 
Multiform, manifold, and menacing : 
Then a wind rose behind me. So we met 
In this old sleepy town at unaware, 
The man and I. I send thee what is writ 
Regard it as a chance, a matter risked 
To this ambiguous Syrian — he may lose, 
Or steal, or give it thee with equal good. 
Jerusalem's repose shall make amends 
For time this letter wastes, thy time and mine, 
Till when, once more thy pardon and farewell ! 

The very God ! think, Abib ; dost thou think ? 
So, the All-Great, were the All-Loving too — 
So, through the thunder comes a human voice 
Saying, " O heart I made, a heart beats here \ 
Face, My hands fashioned, see it in Myself. 
Thou hast no power nor may'st conceive of Mine, 
But love I gave thee, with Myself to love, 
And thou must love Me who have died for thee 1 " 
The madman saith He said so : it is strange. 
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INSTANS TYRANNUS. 
i. 

Of the million or two, more or less, 
I rule and possess, 
One man, for some cause undefined, 
Was least to my mind. 

II. 

I struck him, he grovelled of course — 

For, what was his force ? 

I pinned him to earth with my weight 

And persistence of hate — 

And he lay, would not moan, would not curse, 

As his lot might be worse. 

in. 

" Were the object less mean, would he stand 

At the swing of my hand ! 

For obscurity helps him and blots 

The hole where he squats." 

So I set my five wits on the stretch 

To inveigle the wretch. 

All in vain ! gold and jewels I threw, 

Still he couched there perdue. 

I tempted his blood and his flesh, 

Hid in roses my mesh, 

Choicest cates and the flagon's best spilth — 

Still he kept to his filth ! 
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Had he kith now or kin, were access 

To his heart, did I press — 

Just a son or a mother to seize ! 

No such booty as these ! 

Were there simply a friend to pursue 

'Mid my million or two, 

Who could pay me in person or pelf 

What he owes me himself ! 

No ! I could not but smile through my chafe, 

For the fellow lay safe 

As his mates do, the midge and the nit, 

— Through minuteness, to wit. 

v. 

Then a humour more great took its place 

At the thought of his face, 

The droop, the low cares of the mouth, 

The trouble uncouth 

'Twixt the brows, all that air one is fain 

To put out of its pain — 

And, no ! I admonished myself, 

" Is one mocked by an elf, 

I sone baffled by toad or by rat ? 

The gravamen's in that ! 

How the lion, who crouches to suit 

His back to my foot, 

Would admire that I stand in debate ! 

But the Small turns the Great 

If it vexes you — that is the thing ! 

Toad or rat vex the King ? 

Though I waste half my realm to unearth 

Toad or rat, 'tis well worth ! " 
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VI. 



So I soberly laid my last plan 

To extinguish the man. 

Round his creep-hole, with never a break 

Ran my fires for his sake ; 

Over-head, did my thunder combine 

With my under-ground mine : 

Till I looked from my labour content 

To enjoy the event 

VII. 

When sudden . . . how think ye, the end ? 

Did I say "without friend f " 

Say rather, from marge to blue marge 

The whole sky grew his targe 

With the sun's self for visible boss, 

While an Arm ran across 

Which the earth heaved beneath like a breast 

Where the wretch was safe prest ! 

Do you see ? just my vengeance complete, 

The man sprang to his feet, 

Stood erect, caught at God's skirts, and prayed ! 

— So, /was afraid. 




HOW IT STRIKES A CONTEMPORARY. 



I only knew one poet in my life : 

And this, or something like it, was his way. 

You saw go up and down Valladolid, 
A man of mark, to know next time you saw. 
His very serviceable suit of Tilack 
Was courtly once and conscientious still, 
And many might have worn it, though none did : 
The cloak, that somewhat shone and shewed the 
threads, 

Had purpose, and the ruffj significance. 
He walked and tapped the pavement with his cane, 
Scenting the world, looking it full in face, 
An old dog, bald and blindish, at his heels. 
They turned up, now, the alley by the church, 
That leads no whither; now, they breathed them- 
selves 

On the main promenade just at the wrong time. 
You'd come upon his scrutinising hat, 
Making a peaked shade blacker than itselfj 
Against the single window spared some house 
Intact yet with its mouldered Moorish work, — 
Or else surprise the ferrel of his stick 
Trying the mortar's temper 'tween the chinks 
Of some new shop a-building, French and fine. 
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He stood and watched the cobbler at his trade, 

The man who slices lemons into drink, 

The coffee-roaster's brazier, and the boys 

That volunteer to help him turn its winch. 

He glanced o'er books on stalls with half an eye, 

And fly-leaf ballads on the vendor's string, 

And broad-edge bold-print posters by the wall. 

He took such cognisance of men and things, 

If any beat a horse, you felt he saw ; 

If any cursed a woman, he took note ; 

Yet stared at nobody — they stared at him, 

And found, less to their pleasure than surprise, 

He seemed to know them and expect as much. 

So, next time that a neighbour's tongue was loosed, 

It marked the shameful and notorious fact, 

We had among us, not so much a spy, 

As a recording chief-inquisitor, 

The town's true master if the town but knew ! 

We merely kept a Governor for form, 

While this man walked about and took account 

Of all thought, said and acted, then went home, 

And wrote it fully to our Lord the King 

Who has an itch to know things, He knows why, 

And reads them in His bed-room of a night 

Oh, you might smile ! there wanted not a touch, 

A tang of . . . well, it was not wholly ease 

As back into your mind the man's look came — 

Stricken in years a little — such a brow 

His eyes had to live under ! — clear as flint 

On either side the formidable nose 

Curved, cut and coloured, like an eagle's claw. 

Had he to do with A.'s surprising fate ? 

When altogether old B. disappeared 
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And young C. got his mistress — was't our friend, 

His letter to the King, that did it all ? 

What paid the bloodless man for so much pains ? 

Our Lord the King has favourites manifold, 

And shifts his ministry some once a month ; 

Our city gets new Governors at whiles — 

But never word or sign, that I could hear, 

Notified to this man about the streets 

The King's approval of those letters conned 

The last thing duly at the dead of night. 

Did the man love his office ? frowned our Lord, 

Exhorting when none heard — " Beseech me not ! 

Too far above my people — beneath Me ! 

I set the watch — how should the people know ? 

Forget them, keep Me all the more in mind ! " 

Was some such understanding 'twixt the Two ? 

I found no truth in one report at least — 
That if you tracked him to his home down lanes 
Beyond the Jewry, and as clean to pace, 
You found he ate his supper in a room 
Blazing with lights, four Titians on the wall, 
And twenty naked girls to change his plate ! 
Poor man, he lived another kind of life 
In that new, stuccoed, third house by the bridge, 
Fresh-painted, rather smart than otherwise ! 
The whole street might o'erlook him as he sat, 
Leg crossing leg, one foot on the dog's back, 
Playing a decent cribbage with his maid 
(Jacynth, you're sure her name was) o'er the cheese 
And fruit, three red halves of starved winter-pears, 
Or treat of radishes in April ! nine, 
Ten, struck the church clock, straight to bed went he. 
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My father, like the man of sense he was, 
Would point him out to me a dozen times ; 
" St— St," he'd whisper, "the Corregidor ! " 
I had been used to think that personage 
Was one with lacquered breeches, lustrous belt, 
And feathers like a forest in his hat, 
Who blew a trumpet and proclaimed the news, 
Announced the bull-fights, gave each church its turn, 
And memorized the miracle in vogue ! 
He had a great observance from us boys ; 
We were in error ; that was not the man. 

Fd like now, yet had haply been afraid, 
To have just looked, when this man came to die, 
And seen who lined the clean gay garret's sides 
And stood about the neat low truckle-bed, 
With the heavenly manner of relieving guard. 
Here had been, mark, the general-in-chie£ 
Through a whole campaign of the world's life and 
death, 

Doing the King's work all the dim day long, 

In his old coat and up to his knees in mud, 

Smoked like a herring, dining on a crust — 

And, now the day was won, relieved at once ! 

No further show or need for that old coat, 

You are sure, for one thing ! Bless us, all the while 

How sprucely we are dressed out, you and I ! 

A second, and the angels alter that. 

Well, I could never write a verse, — could you ? 

Let's to the Prado and make the most of time. 
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There's a palace in Florence, the world knows well, 
And a statue watches it from the square, 
And this story of both do our townsmen tell. 

Ages ago, a lady there, 

At the farthest window facing the east 

Asked, " Who rides by with the royal air ? " 

The brides-maids' prattle around her ceased ; 

She leaned forth, one on either hand ; 

They saw how the blush of the bride increased — 

They felt by its beats her heart expand — 
As one at each ear and both in a breath 
Whispered, "The Great-Duke Ferdinand." 

That selfsame instant, underneath, 
The Duke rode past in his idle way, 
Empty and fine like a swordless sheath. 

Gay he rode, with a friend as gay, 

Till he threw his head back—" Who is she ? " 

— "A Bride the Riccardi brings home to-day." 

Hair in heaps lay heavily 

Over a pale brow spirit-pure — 

Carved like the heart of the coal-black tree, 

Crisped like a war-steed's encolure — 
And vainly sought to dissemble her eyes 
Of the blackest black our eyes endure. 
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And lo, a blade for a knight's emprise 
Filled the fine empty sheath of a man, — 
The Duke grew straightway brave and wise. 

He looked at her, as a lover can ; 

She looked at him, as one who awakes, — 

The past was a sleep, and her life began. 

Now, love so ordered for both their sakes, 

A feast was held that selfsame night 

In the pile which the mighty shadow makes. 

(For Via Larga is three-parts light, 

But the Palace overshadows one, 

Because of a crime which may God requite ! 

To Florence and God the wrong was done, 
Through the first republic's murder there 
By Cosimo and his cursed son.) 

The Duke (with the statue's face in the square) 

Turned in the midst of his multitude 

At the bright approach of the bridal pair. 

Face to face the lovers stood 

A single minute and no more, 

While the bridegroom bent as a man subdued — 

Bowed till his bonnet brushed the floor — 
For the Duke on the lady a kiss conferred, 
As the courtly custom was of yore. 

In a minute can lovers exchange a word ? 
If a word did pass, which I do not think, 
Only one out of the thousand heard. 

That was the bridegroom. At day's brink 
He and his bride were alone at last 
In a bed-chamber by a taper's blink. 
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Calmly he said that her lot was cast, 

That the door she had passed was shut on her 

Till the final catafalk repassed. 

The world meanwhile, its noise and stir, 
Through a certain window facing the east, 
She could watch like a convent's chronicler. 

Since passing the door might lead to a feast, 
And a feast might lead to so much beside, 
He, of many evils, chose the least 

" Freely I choose too," said the bride — 
"Your window and its world suffice, " 
Replied the tongue, while the heart replied — 

" If I spend the night with that devil twice, 
May his window serve as my loop of hell 
Whence a damned soul looks on Paradise ! 

" I fly to the Duke who loves me well, 
Sit by his side and laugh at sorrow 
Ere I count another ave-bell. 

'"Tis only the coat of a page to borrow, 
And tie my hair in a horse-boy's trim, 
And 1 save my soul — but not to-morrow M — 

(She checked herself and her eye grew dim) — 
" My father tarries to bless my state : 
I must keep it one day more for him. 

" Is one day more so long to wait ? 
Moreover the Duke rides past, I know ; 
We shall see each other, sure as fate." 

She turned on her side and slept Just so ! 
So we resolve on a thing and sleep : 
So did the lady, ages ago 
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And she — she watched the square like a book 
Holding one picture and only one, 
Which daily to find she undertook : 

When the picture was reached the book was done, 
And she turned from the picture all night to scheme 
Of tearing it out for herself next sun. 

So, weeks grew months, years — gleam by gleam 

The glory dropped from youth and love, 

And both perceived they had dreamed a dream ; 

Which hovered as dreams do, still above, — 
But who can take a dream for truth ? 
Oh, hide our eyes from the next remove ! 

One day as the lady saw her youth 
Depart, and the silver thread that streaked 
Her hair, and, worn by the serpent's tooth, 

The brow so puckered, the chin so peaked, — 
And wondered who the woman was, 
So hollow-eyed and haggard- cheeked, 

Fronting her silent in the glass — 
" Summon here," she suddenly said, 
" Before the rest of my old self pass, 

" Him, the Carver, a hand to aid, 

Who moulds the clay no love will change, 

And fixes a beauty never to fade. 

"Let Robbia's craft so apt and strange 
Arrest the remains of young and fair, 
And rivet them while the seasons range. 

" Make me a face on the window there 
Waiting as ever, mute the while, 
My love to pass below in the square I 
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" And let me think that it may beguile 
Dreary days which the dead must spend 
Down in their darkness under the aisle — 

"To say, * What matters at the end ? 
I did no more while my heart was warm 
Than does that image, my pale-faced friend ' 

" Where is the use of the lip's red charm, 
The heaven of hair, the pride of the brow, 
And the blood that blues the inside arm — 

" Unless we turn, as the soul knows how, 
The earthly gift to an end divine ? 
A lady of clay is as good, I trow." 

But long ere Robbia's cornice, fine 

With flowers and fruits which leaves enlace, 

Was set where now is the empty shrine — 

(And, leaning out of a bright blue space, 
As a ghost might from a chink of sky, 
The passionate pale lady's face, 

Eyeing ever with earnest eye 

And quick-turned neck at its breathless stretch, 

Some one who ever passes by — ) 

The Duke had sighed like the simplest wretch 

In Florence, " So, my dream escapes ! 

Will its record stay ?" And he bade them fetch 

Some subtle fashioner of shapes — 

" Can the soul, the will, die out of a man 

Ere his body find the grave that gapes ? 

"John of Douay shall effect my plan, 
Make me on horseback here aloft, 
Alive — (the subtle artisan !) 
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1 * In the very square I have crossed so oft ! 
That men may admire, when future suns 
Shall touch the eyes to a purpose soft, 

* 4 While the mouth and the brow stay brave in bronze — 
Admire and say, ' When he was alive, 
How he would take his pleasure once I ' 

" And it shall go hard but I contrive 

To listen meanwhile and laugh in my tomb 

At idleness which aspires to strive." 



So ! while these wait the trump of doom, 
How do their spirits pass, I wonder, 
Nights and days in the narrow room ? 

Still, I suppose, they sit and ponder 
What a gift life was, ages ago, 
Six steps out of the chapel yonder. 

Only they see not God, I know, 

Nor all that chivalry of His, 

The soldier-saints who, row on row, 

Burn upward each to his point of bliss — 

Since, the end of life being manifest, 

He had burned his way through the world to this. 

I hear you reproach, " But delay was best, 

For their end was a crime. " — Oh, a crime will do 

As well, I reply, to serve for a test, 

As a virtue golden through and through, 

Sufficient to vindicate itself 

And prove its worth at a moment's view ! 



The Statue and the Bust. 



Must a game be played for the sake of pelf? 
Where a button goes, 'twere an epigram 
To offer the stamp of the very Guelph. 

The true has no value beyond the sham : 

As well the counter as coin, I submit, 

When your table's a hat, and your prize, a dram. 

Stake your counter as boldly every whit, 

Venture as truly, use the same skill, 

Do your best, whether winning or losing it, 

If you choose to play ! — is my principle. 
Let a man contend to the uttermost 
For his life's set prize, be it what it will ! 

The counter our lovers staked was lost 

As surely as if it were lawful coin : 

And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost 

Is, the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin, 
Though the end in sight was a vice, I say. 
You of the virtue, (we issue join), 
How strive you ? De te, fabula / 
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BISHOP BLOUGRAMS APOLOGY. 

No more wine? then we'll push back chairs and 
talk. 

A final glass for me, though : cool, i'faith ! 

We ought to have our Abbey back, you see. 

It's different, preaching in basilicas, 

And doing duty in some masterpiece 

Like this of brother Pugin's, bless his heart ! 

I doubt if they're half baked, those chalk rosettes, 

Ciphers and stucco-twiddlings everywhere ; 

It's just like breathing in a lime-kiln : eh ? 

These hot long ceremonies of our church 

Cost us a little — oh, they pay the price, 

You take me — amply pay it ! Now, we'll talk. 

So, you despise me, Mr. Gigadibs. 
No deprecation, — nay, I beg you, sir ! 
Beside 'tis our engagement : don't you know, 
I promised, if you'd watch a dinner out, 
We'd see truth dawn together ? — truth that peeps 
Over^the glass's edge when dinner's done, 
And body gets its sop and holds its noise 
And leaves soul free a little. Now*s the time — 
'Tis break of day ! You do despise me then. 
And if I say, " despise me," — never fear — 
I know you do not in a certain sense — 
Not in my arm-chair for example : here, 
I well imagine you respect my place 



Bishop BlougranCs Apology. 281 

(Status, entourage, worldly circumstance) 

Quite to its value — very much indeed 

— Are up to the protesting eyes of you 

In pride at being seated here for once — 

You'll turn it to such capital account ! 

When somebody, through years and years to come, 

Hints of the bishop, — names me — that's enough — 

" Blougram ? I knew him " — (into it you slide) 

"Dined with him once, a Corpus Christi Day, 

All alone, we two — he's a clever man — 

And after dinner, — why, the wine you know, — 

Oh, there was wine, and good ! — what with the 

wine . . . 
'Faith, we began upon all sorts of talk ! 
He's no bad fellow, Blougram — he had seen 
Something of mine he relished — some review — 
He's quite above their humbug in his heart, 
Half-said as much, indeed — the thing's his trade — 
I warrant, Blougram's sceptical at times — 
How otherwise ? I liked him, I confess ! " 
Che che, my dear sir, as we say at Rome, 
Don't you protest now ! It's fair give and take ; 
You have had your turn and spoken your home 

truths : 

The hand's mine now, and here you follow suit. 

Thus much conceded, still the first fact stays — 
You do despise me ; your ideal of life 
Is not the bishop's — you would not be I — 
You would like better to be Goethe, now, 
Or Buonaparte — or, bless me, lower still, 
Count D'Orsay, — so you did what you preferred, 
Spoke as you thought, and, as you cannot help, 
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Believed or disbelieved, no matter what, 

So long as on that point, whate'er it was, 

You loosed your mind, were whole and sole yourself. 

— That, my ideal never can include, 

Upon that element of truth and worth 

Never be based ! for say they make me Pope 

(They can't — suppose it for our argument), 

Why, there I'm at my tether's end — I've reached 

My height, and not a height which pleases you : 

An unbelieving Pope won't do, you say. 

It's like those eerie stories nurses tell, 

Of how some actor played Death on a stage 

With pasteboard crown, sham orb and tinselled dart, 

And called himself the monarch of the world, 

Then, going in the tire-room afterward 

Because the play was done, to shift himself, 

Got touched upon the sleeve familiarly 

The moment he had shut the closet door 

By Death himself. Thus God might touch a Pope 

At unawares, ask what his baubles mean, 

And whose part he presumed to play just now ? 

Best be yourself, imperial, plain and true ! 

So, drawing comfortable breath again, 
You weigh and find, whatever more or less 
I boast of my ideal realized 
Is nothing in the balance when opposed 
To your ideal, your grand simple life 
Of which you will not realize one jot 
I am much, you are nothing ; you would be all, 
I would be merely much — you beat me there. 

No, friend, you do not beat me ; hearken why. 
The common problem, yours, mine, every one's, 
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Is not to fancy what were fair in life 
Provided it could be— but, finding first 
What may be, then find how to make it fair 
Up' to our means— a very different thing ! 
No abstract intellectual plan of life 
Quite irrespective of life's plainest laws, 
But one, a man, who is man and nothing more, 
May lead within a world which (by your leave) 
Is Rome or London — not Fool's-paradise. 
Embellish Rome, idealize away, 
Make Paradise of London if you can, 
You're welcome, nay, you're wise. 

A simile ! 

We mortals cross the ocean of this world 

Each in his average cabin of a life — 

The best's not big, the worst yields elbow-room. 

Now for our six months' voyage — how prepare ? 

You come on shipboard with a landsman's list 

Of things he calls convenient — so they are ! 

An India screen is pretty furniture, 

A piano-forte is a fine resource, 

All Balzac's novels occupy one shelf, 

The new edition fifty volumes long ; 

And little Greek books, with the funny type 

They get up well at Leipsic, fill the next — 

Go on ! slabbed marble, what a bath it makes ! 

And Parma's pride, the Jerome, let us add ! 

'Twere pleasant could Correggio's fleeting glow 

Hang full in face of one where'er one roams, 

Since he more than the others brings with him 

Italy's sel£ — the marvellous Modenese ! 

Yet 'twas not on your list before, perhaps. 
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— Alas ! friend, here's the agent . . . is't the name ? 

The captain, or whoever's master here — 

You see him screw his face up ; what's his cry 

Ere you set foot on shipboard ? " Six feet square ! 

If you won't understand what six feet mean, 

Compute and purchase stores accordingly — 

And if in pique because he overhauls 

Your Jerome, piano and bath, you come on board 

Bare — why you cut a figure at the first 

While sympathetic landsmen see you off ; 

Not afterwards, when, long ere half seas o'er, 

You peep up from your utterly naked boards 

Into some snug and well-appointed berth, 

Like mine, for instance (try the cooler jug — 

Put back the other, but don't jog the ice), 

And mortified, you mutter " Well and good — 

He sits enjoying his sea-furniture — 

'Tis stout and proper, and there's store of it, 

Though I've the better notion, all agree, 

Of fitting rooms up ! hang the carpenter, 

Neat ship-shape fixings and contrivances — 

I would have brought my Jerome, frame and all ! " 

And meantime you bring nothing : never mind — 

You've proved your artist-nature : what you don t, 

Yoi4 might bring, so despise me, as I say. 

Now come, let's backward to the starting place. 
See my way : we're two college friends, suppose — 
Prepare together for our voyage, then, 
Each note and check the other in his work — 
Here's mine, a bishop's outfit ; criticize ! 
What's wrong ? why won't you be a bishop too ? 
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Why, first, you don't believe, you don't and can't, 
(Not statedly, that is, and fixedly 
And absolutely and exclusively) 
In any revelation called divine. 
No dogmas nail your faith — and what remains 
But say so, like the honest man you are ? 
First, therefore, overhaul theology ! 
Nay, I too, not a fool, you please to think, 
Must find believing every whit as hard, 
And if I do not frankly say as much, 
The ugly consequence is clear enough. 

Now, wait, my friend : well, I do not believe — 
If you'll accept no faith that is not fixed, 
Absolute and exclusive, as you say. 
(You're wrong — I mean to prove it in due time.) 
Meanwhile, I know where difficulties lie 
I could not, cannot solve, nor ever shall, 
So give up hope accordingly to solve — 
(To you, and over the wine). Our dogmas then 
With both of us, though in unlike degree, 
Missing full credence — overboard with them ! 
I mean to meet you on your own premise — 
Good, there go mine in company with yours ! 

And now what are we ? unbelievers both, 
Calm and complete, determinately fixed 
To-day, to-morrow, and for ever, pray ? 
You'll guarantee me that ? Not so, I think ! 
In no- wise ! all we've gained is, that belief, 
As unbelief before, shakes us by fits, 
Confounds us like its predecessor. Where's 
The gain ? how can we guard our unbelief, 
Make it bear fruit to us ? — the problem here. 
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Just when we are safest, there's a sunset-touch, 
A fancy from a flower-bell, some one's death, 
A chorus-ending from Euripides, — 
And that's enough for fifty hopes and fears 
As old and new at once as Nature's self, 
To rap and knock and enter in our soul, 
Take hands and dance there, a fantastic ring, 
Round the ancient idol, on his base again, — 
The grand Perhaps ! we look on helplessly. 
There the old misgivings, crooked questions are — 
This good God — what He could do, if He would, 
Would, if He could — then must have done long since : 
If so, when, where, and how ? some way must be — 
Once feel about, and soon or late you hit 
Some sense, in which it might be, after all — 
Why not, "The Way, the Truth, the Life ?" 

— That way 
Over the mountain, which who stands upon 
Is apt to doubt if it's indeed a road ; 
While if he views it from the waste itself, 
Up goes the line there, plain from base to brow, 
Not vague, mistakable ! what's a break or two 
Seen from the unbroken desert either side ? 
And then (to bring in fresh philosophy) 
What if the breaks themselves should prove at last 
The most consummate of contrivances 
To train a man's eye, teach him what is faith — 
And so we stumble at truth's very test ? 
All we have gained then by our unbelief 
Is a life of doubt diversified by faith, 
For one of faith diversified by doubt : 
We called the chess-board white-^we call it black. 
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"Well," you rejoin, "the end's no worse, at least; 
We've reason for both colours on the board : 
Why not confess, then, where I drop the faith 
And you the doubt, that I'm as right as you ?" 

Because, friend, in the next place, this being so, 
And both things even — faith and unbelief 
Left to a man's choice — we'll proceed a step, 
Returning to our image, which I like. 

A man's choice, yes — but a cabin-passenger's — 
The man made for the special life of the world — 
Do you forget him ? I remember though ! 
Consult our ship's conditions and you find 
One and but one choice suitable to all, 
The choice, that you unluckily prefer, 
Turning things topsy-turvy — they or it 
Going to the ground. Belief or unbeliet 
Bears upon life, determines its whole course, 
Begins at its beginning. See the world 
Such as it is — you made it not, nor I ; 
I mean to take it as it is — and you, 
Not so you'll take it — though you get nought else. 
I know the special kind of life I like, 
What suits the most my idiosyncrasy, 
Brings out the best of me and bears me fruit 
In power, peace, pleasantness and length of days. 
I find that positive belief does this 
For me, and unbelief, no whit of this. 
— For you, it does, however % — that we'll try ! 
'Tis clear, I cannot lead my life, at least, 
Induce the world to let me peaceably, 
Without declaring at the outset, " Friends, 
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I absolutely and peremptorily 

Believe ! " — I say faith is my waking life : 

One sleeps, indeed, and dreams at intervals, 

We know, but waking's the main point with us, 

And my provision's for life's waking part 

Accordingly, I use heart, head and hands 

All day, I build, scheme, study and make friends ; 

And when night overtakes me, down I lie, 

Sleep, dream a little, and get done with it, 

The sooner the better, to begin afresh. 

What's midnight's doubt before the dayspring's faith ? 

You, the philosopher, that disbelieve, 

That recognise the night, give dreams their weight — 

To be consistent you should keep your bed, 

Abstain from healthy acts that prove you a man, 

For fear you drowse perhaps at unawares ! 

And certainly at night you'll sleep and dream, 

Live through the day and bustle as you please. 

And so you live to sleep as I to wake, 

To unbelieve as I to still believe ? 

Well, and the common sense of the world calls you 

Bed-ridden, and its good things come to me. 

Its estimation, which is half the fight, 

That's the first cabin-comfort I secure ; 

The next . . . but you perceive with half an eye ! 

Come, come, it's best believing, if we may — 

You can't but own that ! 

Next, concede again — 
If once we choose belief, on all accounts 
We can't be too decisive in our faith, 
Conclusive and exclusive in its terms, 
To suit the world which gives us the good things. 
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In every man's career are certain points 
Whereon he dares not be indifferent ; 
The world detects him clearly, if he dares, 
As baffled at the game, and losing life. 
He may care little or he may care much 
For riches, honour, pleasure, work, repose, 
Since various theories of life and life's 
Success are extant which might easily 
Comport with either estimate of these, 
And whoso chooses wealth or poverty, 
Labour or quiet, is not judged a fool 
Because his fellows would choose otherwise: 
We let him choose upon his own account 
So long as he's consistent with his choice. 
But certain points, left wholly to himself, 
When once a man has arbitrated on, 
We say he must succeed there or go hang. 
Thus, he should wed the woman he loves most 
Or needs most, whatsoe'er the love or need — 
For he can't wed twice. Then, he must avouch 
Or follow, at the least, sufficiently, 
The form of faith his conscience holds the best, 
Whate'er the process of conviction was : 
For nothing can compensate his mistake 
On such a point, the man himself being judge — 
He cannot wed twice, nor twice lose his soul. 

Well now, there's one great form of Christian 
faith 

I happened to be born in — which to teach 
Was given me as I grew up, on all hands, 
As best and readiest means of living by ; 
The same on examination being proved 
u 
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The most pronounced moreover, fixed, precise 

And absolute form of faith in the whole world — 

Accordingly, most potent of all forms 

For working on the world. Observe, my friend, 

Such as you know me, I am free to say, 

In these hard latter days which hamper one, 

Myself, by no immoderate exercise 

Of intellect and learning, and the tact 

To let external forces work for me, 

Bid the street's stones be bread and they are bread — 

Bid Peter's creed, or rather, Hildebrand's 

Exalt me o'er my fellows in the world 

And make my life an ease and joy and pride, 

It does so, — which for me's a great point gained, 

Who have a soul and body that exact 

A comfortable care in many ways. 

There's power in me and will to dominate 

Which I must exercise, they hurt me else : 

In many ways I need mankind's respect, 

Obedience, and the love that's born of fear : 

While at the same time, there's a taste I have, 

A toy of soul, a titillating thing, 

Refuses to digest these dainties crude. 

The naked life is gross till clothed upon : 

I must take what men offer, with a grace 

As though I would not, could I help it, take ! 

A uniform I wear though over-rich — 

Something imposed on me, no choice of mine ; 

No fancy-dress worn for pure fancy's sake 

And despicable therefore I now men kneel 

And kiss my hand— of course the Church's hand. 

Thus I am made, thus life is best for me, 

And thus that it should be I have procured ; 
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And thus it could not be another way, 
I venture to imagine. 

You'll reply — 
So far my choice, no doubt, is a success ; 
But were I made #f better elements, 
With nobler instincts, purer tastes, like you, 
I hardly would account the thing success 
Though it did all for me I say. 

But, friend, 

We speak of what is — not of what might be, 

And how 'twere better if 'twere otherwise. 

I am the man you see here plain enough — 

Grant I'm a beast, why beasts must lead beasts' lives. 

Suppose I own at once to tail and claws — 

The tailless man exceeds me ; but being tailed 

I'll lash out lion-fashion, and leave apes 

To dock their stump and dress their haunches up. 

My business is not to remake myself, 

But make the absolute best of what God made. 

Or — our first simile — though you proved me doomed 

To a viler berth still, to the steerage-hole, 

The sheep-pen or the pig-stye, I should strive 

To make what use of each were possible ; 

And as this cabin gets upholstery, 

That hutch should rustle with sufficient straw. 

But, friend, I don't acknowledge quite so fast 
I fail of all your manhood's lofty tastes 
Enumerated so complacently, 
On the mere ground that you forsooth can find 
In this particular life I choose to lead 
No fit provision for them. Can you not ? 

V 1 
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Say you, my fault is I address myself 

To grosser estimators than I need ? 

And that's no way of holding up the soul — 

Which, nobler, needs men's praise perhaps, yet knows 

One wise man's verdict outweighs all the fools', — 

Would like the two, but, forced to cfeoose, takes that ? 

I pine among my million imbeciles 

(You think) aware some dozen men of sense 

Eye me and know me, whether I believe 

In the last winking Virgin, as I vow, 

And am a fool, or disbelieve in her 

And am a knave, — approve in neither case, 

Withhold their voices though I look their way : 

Like Verdi when, at his worst opera's end 

(The thing they gave at Florence, — what's its name ?) 

While the mad houseful' s plaudits near out-bang 

His orchestra of salt-box, tongs and bones, 

He looks through all the roaring and the wreaths 

Where sits Rossini patient in his stall. 

Nay, friend, I meet you with an answer here — 
That even your prime men who appraise their kind 
Are men still, catch a wheel within a wheel, 
See more in a truth than the truth's simple self, 
Confuse themselves. You see lads walk the street 
Sixty the minute ; what's to note in that ? 
You see one lad o'erstride a chimney-stack ; 
Him you must watch — he's sure to fall, yet stands ! 
Our interest's on the dangerous edge of things. 
The honest thief, the tender murderer, 
The superstitious atheist, demireps 
That love and save their souls in new French books — 
We watch while these in equilibrium keep 
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The giddy line midway : one step aside, 
They're classed and done with. I, then, keep the line 
Before your sages, — just the men to shrink 
From the gross weights, coarse scales and labels broad 
You offer their refinement. Fool or knave ? 
Why needs a bishop be a fool or knave 
When there's a thousand diamond weights between ? 
So I enlist them. Your picked Twelve, you'll find, 
Profess themselves indignant, scandalised 
At thus being held unable to explain 
How a superior man who disbelieves 
May not believe as well : that's Schelling's way ! 
It's through my coming in the tail of time, 
Nicking the minute with a happy tact 
Had I been born three hundred years ago 
They'd say, "What's strange? Blougram of course 
believes ; " 

And, seventy years since, "disbelieves of course." 
But now, " He may believe ; and yet, and yet 
How can he ?" — All eyes turn with interest. 
Whereas, step off the line on either side — 
You, for example, clever to a fault, 
The rough and ready man that write apace, 
Read somewhat seldomer, think perhaps even less — 
You disbelieve ! Who wonders and who cares ? 
Lord So-and-So — his coat bedropt with wax, 
All Peter's chains about his waist, his back 
Brave with the needlework of Noodledom, 
Believes ! Again, who wonders and who cares ? 
But I, the man of sense and learning too, 
The able to think yet act, the this, the that, 
I, to believe at this late time of day ! 
Enough ; you see, I need not fear contempt 
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— Except it's yours ! admire me as these may, 
You don't. But whom at least do you admire ? 
Present your own perfections, your ideal, 
Your pattern man for a moment — oh, make haste ! 
Is it Napoleon you would have us grow ? 
Concede the means ; allow his head and hand, 
(A large concession, clever as you are) 
Good ! — in our common primal element 
Of unbelief (we can't believe, you know — 
We're still at that admission, recollect) 
Where do you find — apart from, towering-o'er 
The secondary temporary aims 
Which satisfy the gross tastes you despise — 
Where do you find his star ? — his crazy trust, 
God knows through what or in what ? it's alive 
And shines and leads him and that's all we want 
Have we aught in our sober night shall point 
Such ends as his were, and direct the means 
Of working out our purpose straight as his, 
Nor bring a moment's trouble on success 
With after care to justify the same ? 
— Be a Napoleon and yet disbelieve ! 
Why, the man's mad, friend, take his light away. 
What's the vague good of the world for which you'd 
dare 

With comfort to yourself blow millions up ? 

We neither of us see it ! we do see 

The blown-up millions — spatter of their brains 

And writhing of their bowels and so forth, 

In that bewildering entanglement 

Of horrible eventualities 

Past calculation to the end of time ! 

Can I mistake for some clear word of God 
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(Which were my ample warrant for it all) 

His puff of hazy instincts, idle talk, 

"The State, that's I," quack-nonsense about kings, 

And (when one beats the man to his last hold) 

A vague idea of setting things to rights, 

Policing people efficaciously, 

More to their profit, most of all to his own ; 

The whole to end that dismallest of ends 

By an Austrian marriage, cant to us the Church, 

And resurrection of the old regime. 

Would I, who hope to live a dozen years, 

Fight Austerlitz for reasons such and such ? 

No : for, concede me but the merest chance 

Doubt may be wrong — there's judgment, life to come ! 

With just that chance, I dare not Doubt proves right ? 

This present life is all ? — you offer me 

Its dozen noisy years without a chance 

That wedding an Arch-Duchess, wearing lace, 

And getting called by divers new-coined names, 

Will drive off ugly thoughts and let me dine, 

Sleep, read and chat in quiet as I like ! 

Therefore, I will not. 

Take another case ; 
Fill up the cabin yet another way. 
What say you to the poet's ? shall we write 
Hamlets, Othellos — make the world our own, 
Without a risk to run of either sort ? 
I can't ! — to put the strongest reason first. 
" But try," you urge, " the trying shall suffice ; 
The aim, if reached or not, makes great the life : 
Try to be Shakespeare, leave the rest to fete ! " 
Spare my self-knowledge — there's no fooling me I 
If I prefer remaining my poor selfj 
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I say so not in self- dispraise but praise. 

If I'm a Shakespeare, let the well alone — 

Why should I try to be what now I am ? 

If I'm no Shakespeare, as too probable, — 

His power and consciousness and self-delight 

And all we want in common, shall I find — 

Trying for ever ? while on points of taste 

Wherewith, to speak it humbly, he and I 

Are dowered alike — I'll ask you, I or he, 

Which in our two lives realizes most ? 

Much, he imagined — somewhat, I possess. 

He had the imagination ; stick to that ! 

Let him say " In the face of my soul's works 

Your world is worthless and I touch it not 

Lest I should wrong them " — I'll withdraw my plea. 

But does he say so ? look upon his life ! 

Himself, who only can, gives judgment there. 

He leaves his towers and gorgeous palaces 

To build the trimmest house in Stratford town ; 

Saves money, spends it, owns the worth of things, 

Giulio Romano's pictures, Dowland's lute ; 

Enjoys a show, respects the puppets too, 

And none more, had he seen its entry once, 

Than "Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal" 

Why then should I who play that personage, 

The very Pandulph Shakespeare's fancy made, 

Be told that had the poet chanced to start 

From where I stand now (some degree like mine 

Being just the goal he ran his race to reach) 

He would have run the whole race back, forsooth 

And left being Pandulph, to begin write plays ? 

Ah, the earth's best can be but the earth's best ! 

Did Shakespeare live, he could but sit at home 
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And get himself in dreams the Vatican, 
Greek busts, Venetian paintings, Roman walls, 
And English books, none equal to his own, 
Which I read, bound in gold, (he never did). 
— Terni and Naples' bay and Gothard's top — 
Eh, friend ? I could not fancy one of these — 
But, as I pour this claret, there they are — 
I've gamed them — crossed St Gothard last July 
With ten mules to the carriage and a bed 
Slung inside ; is my hap the worse for that ? 
We want the same things, Shakespeare and myself, 
And what I want I have : he, gifted more, 
Could fancy he too had it when he liked, 
But not so thoroughly that if fate allowed 
He would not have it also in my sense. 
We play one game. I send the ball aloft 
No less adroitly that of fifty strokes 
Scarce five go o'er the wall so wide and high 
Which sends them back to me : I wish and get 
He struck balls higher and with better skill, 
But at a poor fence level with his head, 
And hit — his Stratford house, a coat of arms, 
Successful dealings in his grain and wool, — 
While I receive heaven's incense in my nose 
And style myself the cousin of Queen Bess. 
Ask him, if this life's all, who wins the game ? 

Believe — and our whole argument breaks up. 
Enthusiasm's the best thing, I repeat ; 
Only, we can't command it ; fire and life 
Are all, dead matter's nothing, we agree : 
And be it a mad dream or God's very breath, 
The fact's the same, — belief's fire once in us, 
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Makes of all else mere stuff to show itself : 

It penetrates our life with such a glow 

As fire lends wood and iron — this turns steel, 

That burns to ash — all's one, fire proves its power 

For good or ill, since men call flare success. 

But paint a fire, it will not therefore burn. 

Light one in me, I'll find it food enough ! 

Why, to be Luther — that's a life to lead, 

Incomparably better than my own. 

He comes, reclaims God's earth for God, he says, 

Sets up God's rule again by simple means, 

Re-opens a shut book, and all is done. 

He flared out in the flaring of mankind ; 

Such Luther's luck was — how shall such be mine ? 

If he succeeded, nothing's left to do : 

And if he did not altogether — well, 

Strauss is the next advance. All Strauss should be 

I might be also. But to what result ? 

He looks upon no future : Luther did. 

What can I gain on the denying side ? 

Ice makes no conflagration. State the facts, 

Read the text right, emancipate the world — 

The emancipated world enjoys itself 

With scarce a thank-you — Blougram told it first 

It could not owe a farthing, — not to him 

More than St. Paul ! 'twould press its pay, you think ? 

Then add there's still that plaguey hundredth chance 

Strauss may be wrong. And so a risk is run — 

For what gain ? not for Luther's, who secured 

A real heaven in his heart throughout his life, 

Supposing death a little altered things ! 



" Ay, but since really you lack faith," you cry, 
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" You run the same risk really on all sides, 

In cool indifference as bold unbelief. 

As well be Strauss as swing 'twixt Paul and him. 

It's not worth having, such imperfect faith, 

Nor more available to do faith's work 

Than unbelief like mine. Whole faith, or none ! " 

Softly, my friend ! I must dispute that point. 
Once own the use of faith, I'll find you faith. 
We're back on Christian ground. You call for faith : 
I show you doubt, to prove that faith exists. 
The more of doubt, the stronger faith, I say, 
If faith o'ercomes doubt How I know it does ? 
By life and man's free will, God gave for that ! 
To mould life as we choose it, shows our choice : 
That's our one act, the previous work's His own. 
You criticise the soil ? it reared this tree — 
This broad life and whatever fruit it bears ! 
What matter though I doubt at every pore, 
Head-doubts, heart-doubts, doubts at my fingers' ends, 
Doubts in the trivial work of every day, 
Doubts at the very bases of my soul 
In the grand moments when she probes herself— 
If finally I have a life to show, 
The thing I did, brought out in evidence 
Against the thing done to me underground 
By Hell and all its brood, for aught I know ? 
I say, whence sprang this ? shows it faith or doubt ? 
All's doubt in me ; where's break of faith in this ? 
It is the idea, the feeling and the love 
God means mankind should strive for and show forth, 
Whatever be the process to that end, — 
And not historic knowledge, logic sound, 
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And metaphysical acumen, sure ! 

" What think ye of Christ," friend ? when all's done 

and said, 
Like you this Christianity or not ? 
It may be false, but will you wish it true ? 
Has it your vote to be so if it can ? 
Trust you an instinct silenced long ago 
That will break silence and enjoin you love 
What mortified philosophy is hoarse, 
And all in vain, with bidding you despise ? 
If you desire faith — then you've faith enough. 
What else seeks God — nay, what else seek ourselves ? 
You form a notion of me, we'll suppose, 
On hearsay ; it's a favourable one : 
" But still," (you add) " there was no such good man, 
Because of contradictions in the facts. 
One proves, for instance, he was born in Rome, 
This Blougram — yet throughout the tales of him 
I see he figures as an Englishman." 
Well, the two things are reconcileable. 
But would I rather you discovered that, 
Subjoining — " Still, what matter though they be ? 
Blougram concerns me nought, born here or there." 

Pure faith indeed — you know not what you ask ! 
Naked belief in God the Omnipotent, 
Omniscient, Omnipresent, sears too much 
The sense of conscious creatures to be borne. 
It were the seeing Him, no flesh shall dare. 
Some think, Creation's meant to show Him forth : 
I say, it's meant to hide Him all it can, 
And that's what all the blessed Evil's for. 
Its use in Time is to environ us, 
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Our breath, our drop of dew, with shield enough 
Against that sight till we can bear its stress. 
Under a vertical sun, the exposed brain 
And lidless eye and disemprisoned heart 
Less certainly would wither up at once 
Than mind, confronted with the truth of Him. 
But time and earth case-harden us to live ; 
The feeblest sense is trusted most ; the child 
Feels God a moment, ichors o'er the place, 
Plays on and grows to be a man like us. 
With me, faith means perpetual unbelief 
Kept quiet like the snake 'neath Michael's foot 
Who stands calm just because he feels it writhe. 
Or, if that's too ambitious, — here's my box — 
I need the excitation of a pinch 
Threatening the torpor of the inside-nose 
Nigh on the imminent sneeze that never comes. 
" Leave it in peace " advise the simple folk — 
Make it aware of peace by itching-fits, 
Say I — let doubt occasion still more faith ! 

You'll say, once all believed, man, woman, child, 
In that dear middle-age these noodles praise. 
How you'd exult if I could put you back 
Six hundred years, blot out cosmogony, 
Geology, ethnology, what not, 
(Greek endings with the little passing-bell 
That signifies some faith's about to die) 
And set you square with Genesis again, — 
When such a traveller told you his last news, 
He saw the ark a-top of Ararat 
But did not climb there since 'twas getting dusk 
And robber-bands infest the mountain's foot ! 
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How should you feel, I ask, in such an age, 
How act ? As other people felt and did ; 
With soul more blank than this decanter's knob, 
Believe — and yet lie, kill, rob, fornicate 
Full in beliefs face, like the beast you'd be ! 

No, when the fight begins within himself, 
A man's worth something. God stoops o'er 
head, 

Satan looks up between his feet — both tug — 
He's left, himself, in the middle : the soul wakes 
And grows. Prolong that battle through his life ! 
Never leave growing till the life to come ! 
Here, we've got callous to the Virgin's winks 
That used to puzzle people wholesomely — 
Men have outgrown the shame of being fools. 
What are the laws of Nature, not to bend 
If the Church bid them, brother Newman asks. 
Up with the Immaculate Conception, then — 
On to the rack with faith — is my advice ! 
Will not that hurry us upon our knees 
Knocking our breasts, "It can't be — yet it shall ! 
Who am I, the worm, to argue with my Pope ? 
Low things confound the high things!" and 
forth. 

That's better than acquitting God with grace 

As some folks do. He's tried — no case is proved, 

Philosophy is lenient — He may go ! 

You'll say — the old system's not so obsolete 
But men believe still : ay, but who and where ? 
King Bomba's lazzaroni foster yet 
The sacred flame, so Antonelli writes ; 
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But even of these, what ragamuffin-saint 

Believes God watches him continually, 

As he believes in fire that it will burn, 

Or rain that it will drench him ? . Break fire's law, 

Sin against rain, although the penalty 

Be just a singe or soaking ? No, he smiles ; 

Those laws are laws that can enforce themselves. 

The sum of all is — yes, my doubt is great, 
My faith's still greater — then my faith's enough. 
I have read much, thought much, experienced much, 
Yet would die rather than avow my fear 
The Naples* liquefaction may be false, 
When set to happen by the palace-clock 
According to the clouds or dinner-time. 
I hear you recommend, I might at least 
Eliminate, decrassify my faith 
Since I adopt it ; keeping what I must 
And leaving what I can — such points as this ! 
I won't — that is, I can't throw one away. 
Supposing there's no truth in what I said 
About the need of trials to man's faith, 
Still, when you bid me purify the same, 
To such a process I discern no end, 
Clearing off one excrescence to find two ; 
There's ever a next in size, now grown as big, 
That meets the knife — I cut and cut again ! 
First cut the Liquefaction, what comes last 
But Fichte's clever cut at God himself ? 
Experimentalize on sacred things ? 
I trust nor hand nor eye nor heart nor brain 
To stop betimes : they all get drunk alike. 
The first step, I am master not to take. 
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You'd find the cutting-process to your taste 
As much as leaving growths of lies unpruned, 
Nor see more danger in it, you retort. 
Your taste's worth mine; but my taste proves more 
wise 

When we consider that the steadfast hold 
On the extreme end of the chain of faith 
Gives all the advantage, makes the difference, 
With the rough purblind mass we seek to rule. 
We are their lords, or they are free of us 
Just as we tighten or relax that hold. 
So, other matters equal, we'll revert 
To the first problem — which if solved my way 
And thrown into the balance turns the scale — 
How we may lead a comfortable life, 
How suit our luggage to the cabin's size. 

Of course you are remarking all this time 
How narrowly and grossly I view life, 
Respect the creature-comforts, care to rule 
The masses, and regard complacently 
"The cabin," in our old phrase ! Well, I do. 
I act for, talk for, live for this world now, 
As this world calls for action, life and talk — 
No prejudice to what next world may prove, 
Whose new laws and requirements my best pledge 
To observe then, is that I observe these now, 
Shall do hereafter what I do meanwhile. 
Let us concede (gratuitously though) 
Next life relieves the soul of body, yields 
Pure spiritual enjoyments : well, my friend, 
Why lose this life in the meantime, since its use 
May be to make the next life more intense ? 
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Do you know, I have often had a dream 
(Work it up in your next month's article) 
Of man's poor spirit in its progress still 
Losing true life for ever and a day 
Through ever trying to be and ever being 
In the evolution of successive spheres, 
Before its actual sphere and place of life, 
Half-way into the next, which having reached, 
It shoots with corresponding foolery 
Half-way into the next still, on and off ! 
As when a traveller, bound from north to south, 
Scouts fur in Russia — what's its use in France ? 
In France spurns flannel — where's its need in Spain ? 
In Spain drops cloth — too cumbrous for Algiers ! 
Linen goes next, and last the skin itself, 
A superfluity at Timbuctoo. 
When, through his journey, was the fool at ease ? 
I'm at ease now, friend — worldly in this world, 
I take and like its way of life ; I think 
My brothers who administer the means 
Live better for my comfort — that's good too ; 
And God, if He pronounce upon it all, 
Approves my service, which is better still. 
If He keep silence — why, for you or me 
Or that brute-beast pulled-up in to-day's Times, 
What odds is't, save to ourselves, what life we lead ? 

You meet me at this issue — you declare, 
All special-pleading done with, truth is truth, 
And justifies itself by undreamed ways. 
You don't fear but it's better, if we doubt, 
To say so, acting up to our truth perceived 
However feebly. Do then — act away ! 

x 
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'Tis there Fm on the watch for you ! How one acts 
Is, both of us agree, our chief concern : 
And how you'll act is what I fain would see 
If, like the candid person you appear, 
You dare to make the most of your life's scheme 
As I of mine, live up to its full law 
Since there's no higher law that counterchecks. 
Put natural religion to the test 
You've just demolished the revealed with — quick, 
Down to the root of all that checks your will, 
All prohibition to lie, kill, and thieve 
Or even to be an atheistic priest ! 
Suppose a pricking to incontinence — 
Philosophers deduce you chastity 
Or shame, from just the fact that at the first 
Whoso embraced a woman in the plain, 
Threw club down, and forwent his brains beside, 
So stood a ready victim in the reach 
Of any brother-savage club in hand — 
Hence saw the use of going out of sight 
In wood or cave to prosecute his loves — 
I read this in a French book t'other day. 
Does law so analysed coerce you muqh ? 
Oh, men spin clouds of fuzz where matters end, 
But you who reach where the first thread begins, 
You'll soon cut that! — which means you can, but 
won't 

Through certain instincts, blind, unreasoned-out, 
You dare not set aside, you can't tell why, 
But there they are, and so you let them rule. 
Then, friend, you seem as much a slave as I, 
A liar, conscious coward and hypocrite, 
Without the good the slave expects to get, 
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Suppose he has a master after all ! 
You own your instincts — why what else do I, 
Who want, am made for, and must have a God 
Ere I can be aught, do aught ? — no mere name 
Want, but the true thing with what proves its truth, 
To wit, a relation from that thing to me, 
Touching from head to foot — which touch I feel, 
And with it take the rest, this life of ours ! 
I live my life here ; yours you dare not live. 

— Not as I state it, who (you please subjoin) 
Disfigure such a life and call it names, 
While, in your mind, remains another way 
For simple men : knowledge and power have rights, 
But ignorance and weakness have rights too. 
There needs no crucial effort to find truth 
If here or there or anywhere about — 
We ought to turn each side, try hard and see, 
And if we can't, be glad we've earned at least 
The right, by one laborious proof the more, 
To graze in peace earth's pleasant pasturage. 
Men are not angels, neither are they brutes. 
Something we may see, all we cannot see — 
What need of lying ? I say, I see all, 
And swear to each detail the most minute 
In what I think a Pan's face — you, mere cloud : 
I swear I hear him speak and see him wink, 
For fear, if once I drop the emphasis, 
Mankind may doubt there's any cloud at all. 
You take the simpler life — ready to see, 
Willing to see — for no cloud's worth a face — 
And leaving quiet what no strength can move, 
And which, who bids you move ? who has the right ? 
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I bid you ; but you are God's sheep, not mine — 
' ' Pastor est tut Dominus. ' ' You find 
In these the bounteous pastures of this life 
Much you may eat without the least offence, 
Much you don't eat because your maw objects, 
Much you would eat but that your fellow-flock 
Open great eyes at you and even butt, 
And thereupon you like your mates so much 
You cannot please yourself, offending them — . 
Though when they seem exorbitantly sheep, 
You weigh your pleasure with their butts and bleats 
And strike the balance. Sometimes certain fears 
Restrain you — real checks since you find them so — 
Sometimes you sate yourself and nothing checks ; 
And thus you graze through life with not one lie, 
And like it best. 

But do you, in truth's name ? 
If so, you beat — which means, you are not I — 
Who needs must make earth mine and feed my fill 
Not simply unbutted at, unbickered with, 
But motioned to the velvet of the sward 
By those obsequious wethers' very selves. 
Look at me, sir ; my age is double yours : 
At yours, I knew beforehand, so enjoyed, 
What now I should be — as, permit the word, 
I pretty well imagine your whole range 
And stretch of tether twenty years to come. 
We both have minds and bodies much alike. 
In truth's name, don't you want my bishopric, 
My daily bread, my influence and my state ? 
You're young, I'm old, you must be old one day ; 
Will you find then, as I do hour by hour, 
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Women their lovers kneel to, that cut curls 

From your fat lap-dog's ears to grace a brooch — 

Dukes, that petition just to kiss your ring — 

With much beside you know or may conceive ? 

Suppose we die to-night : well, here am I, 

Such were my gains, life bore this fruit to me, 

While writing all the same my articles 

On music, poetry, the fictile vase 

Found at Albano, chess, Anacreon's Greek. 

But you — the highest honour in your life, 

The thing you'll crown yourself with, all your days, 

Is — dining here and drinking this last glass 

I pour you out in sign of amity 

Before we part for ever. Of your power 

And social influence, worldly worth in short, 

Judge what's my estimation by the fact, 

I do not condescend to enjoin, beseech, 

Hint secresy on one of all these words ! 

You're shrewd and know that should you publish one 

The world would brand the lie — my enemies first, 

Who'd sneer — "the bishop's an arch-hypocrite 

And knave perhaps, but not so frank a fool." 

Whereas I should not dare for both my ears 

Breathe one such syllable, smile one such smile, 

Before my chaplain who reflects myself — 

My shade's so much more potent than your flesh. 

What's your reward, self-abnegating friend ? 

Stood you confessed of those exceptional 

And privileged great natures that dwarf mine — 

A zealot with a mad ideal in reach, 

A poet just about to print his ode, 

A statesman with a scheme to stop this war, 

An artist whose religion is his art, 
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I should have nothing to object ! such men 
Carry the fire, all things grow warm to them, 
Their drugget's worth my purple, they beat me. 
But you — you're just as little those as I — 
You, Gigadibs, who, thirty years of age, 
Write statedly for Blackwood's Magazine, 
Believe you see two points in Hamlet's soul 
Unseized by the Germans yet — which view youH 
print — 

Meantime the best you have to show being still 

That lively lightsome article we took 

Almost for the true Dickens — what's its name ? 

" The Slum and Cellar-— or Whitechapel life 

Limned after dark ! " it made me laugh, I know, 

And pleased a month and brought you in ten pounds. 

— Success I recognise and compliment, 

And therefore give you, if you choose, three words 

(The card and pencil-scratch is quite enough) 

Which whether here, in Dublin, or New York, 

Will get you, prompt as at my eyebrow's wink, 

Such terms as never you aspired to get, 

In all our own reviews and some not ours. 

Go write your lively sketches — be the first 

"Blougram, or The Eccentric Confidence" — 

Or better simply say, "The Outward-bound." 

Why, men as soon would throw it in my teeth 

As copy and quote the infamy chalked broad 

About me on the church-door opposite. 

You will not wait for that experience though, 

I fancy, howsoever you decide, 

To discontinue — not detesting, not 

Defaming, but at least — despising me ! 
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Over his wine so smiled and talked his hour 
Sylvester Blougram, styled inpartibus 
Episcopus, nec non— (the deuce knows what 
It's changed to by our novel hierarchy) 
With Gigadibs the literary man, 
Who played with spoons, explored his plate's design, 
And ranged the olive stones about its edge, 
While the great bishop rolled him out his mind. 

For Blougram, he believed, say, half he spoke. 
The other portion, as he shaped it thus 
For argumentatory purposes, 
He felt his foe was foolish to dispute. 
Some arbitrary accidental thoughts 
That crossed his mind, amusing because new, 
He chose to represent as fixtures there, 
Invariable convictions (such they seemed 
Beside his interlocutor's loose cards 
Flung daily down, and not the same way twice) 
While certain hell-deep instincts, man's weak tongue 
Is never bold to utter in their truth 
Because styled hell-deep ('tis an old mistake 
To place hell at the bottom of the earth), 
He ignored these, — not having in readiness 
Their nomenclature and philosophy : 
He said true things, but called them by wrong names. 
" On the whole/' he thought, "I justify myself 
On every point where cavillers like this 
Oppugn my life : he tries one kind of fence — 
I close — he's worsted, that's enough for him. 
He's on the ground ! if the ground should break away 
I take my stand on, there's a firmer yet 
Beneath it, both of us may sink and reach. 
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His ground was over mine and broke the first. 
So let him sit with me this many a year !" 

He did not sit five minutes. Just a week 
Sufficed his sudden healthy vehemence. 
(Something had struck him in the " Outward-bound " 
Another way than Blougram's purpose was) 
And having bought, not cabin-furniture 
But settlerVimplements (enough for three) 
And started for Australia — there, I hope, 
By this time he has tested his first plough, 
And studied his last chapter of St John. 
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Never any more 

While I live, 
Need I hope to see his face 

As before. 
Once his love grown chill, 

Mine may strive — 
Bitterly we re-embrace, 

Single still. 

II. 

Was it something said, 

Something done, 
Vexed him ? was it touch of hand, 

Turn of head ? 
Strange ! that very way 

Love begun : 
I as little understand 

Love's decay. 

in. 

When I sewed or drew, 

I recall 
How he looked as if I sung, 

— Sweetly too. 
If I spoke a word, 

First of all 
Up his cheek the colour sprung, 

Then he heard. 
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Sitting by my side, 

At my feet, 
So he breathed the air I breathed, 

Satisfied ! 
I, too, at love's brim 

Touched the sweet : 
I would die if death bequeathed 

Sweet to him. 

v. 

« 4 Speak, I love thee best !" 

He exclaimed. 
"Let thy love my own foretell," 

I confessed : 
" Clasp my heart on thine 

Now unblamed, 
Since upon thy soul as well 

Hangeth mine !" 

VI. 

Was it wrong to own, 

Being truth ? 
Why should all the giving prove 

His alone ? 
I had wealth and ease, 

Beauty, youth — 
Since my lover gave me love, 

I gave these. 

VII. 

That was all I meant, 

— To be just, 
And the passion I had raised 

To content 
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Since he chose to change 

Gold for dust, 
If I gave him what he praised 

Was it strange ? 

VIII. 

Would he loved me yet, 

On and on, 
While I found some way undreamed 

— Paid my debt ! 
Gave more life and more, 

Till, all gone, 
He should smile "She never seemed 

Mine before. 

IX. 

" What— she felt the while, 

Must I think ? 
Love's so different with us men," 

He should smile. 
"Dying for my sake — 

White and pink ! 
Can't we touch these bubbles then 

But they break ?" 

x. 

Dear, the pang is brief. 

Do thy part, 
Have thy pleasure. How perplext 

Grows belief ! 
Well, this cold clay clod 

Was man's heart. 
Crumble it — and what comes next ? 

Is it God ? 
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ANDREA DEL SARTO, 
(called "the faultless painter.") 

But do not let us quarrel any more, 
No, my Lucrezia ; bear with me for once : 
Sit down and all shall happen as you wish. 
You turn your face, but does it bring your heart ? 
I'll work then for your friend's friend, never fear, 
Treat his own subject after his own way, 
Fix his own time, accept too his own price, 
And shut the money into this small hand 
When next it takes mine. Will it ? tenderly ? 
Oh, Til content him — but, to-morrow, Love ! 
I often am much wearier than you think, 
This evening more than usual, and it seems 
As if— forgive now — should you let me sit 
Here by the window with your hand in mine 
And look a half-hour forth on Fiesole, 
Both of one mind, as married people use, 
Quietly, quietly, the evening through, 
I might get up to-morrow to my work 
Cheerful and fresh as ever. Let us try. 
To-morrow how you shall be glad for this ! 
Your soft hand is a woman of itself 
And mine the man's bared breast she curls inside. 
Don't count the time lost, either ; you must serve 
For each of the five pictures we require — 
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It saves a model. So ! keep looking so — 

My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds ! 

— How could you ever prick those perfect ears, 

Even to put the pearl there ! oh, so sweet — 

My face, my moon, my everybody's moon, 

Which everybody looks on and calls his, 

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn, 

While she looks — no one's : very dear, no less ! 

You smile ? why, there's my picture ready made. 

There's what we painters call our harmony ! 

A common greyness silvers everything — 

All in a twilight, you and I alike 

— You, at the point of your first pride in me 

(That's gone you know) — but I, at every point ; 

My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down 

To yonder sober pleasant Fiesole. 

There's the bell clinking from the chapel-top ; 

That length of convent-wall across the way 

Holds the trees safer, huddled more inside ; 

The last monk leaves the garden j days decrease 

And autumn grows, autumn in everything. 

Eh ? the whole seems to fall into a shape 

As if I saw alike my work and self 

And all that I was born to be and do, 

A twilight-piece. Love, we are in God's hand. 

How strange now, looks the life He makes us lead ! 

So free we seem, so fettered fast we are ! 

I feel He laid the fetter : let it lie ! 

This chamber for example — turn your head — 

All that's behind us ! you don't understand 

Nor care to understand about my art, 

But you can hear at least when people speak ; 

And that cartoon, the second from the door 
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— It is the thing, Love ! so such things should be — 

Behold Madonna, I am bold to say. 

I can do with my pencil what I know, 

What I see, what at bottom of my heart 

I wish for, if I ever wish so deep — 

Do easily, too — when I say perfectly 

I do not boast, perhaps : yourself are judge 

Who listened to the Legate's talk last week, 

And just as much they used to say in France. 

At any rate 'tis easy, all of it, 

No sketches first, no studies, that's long past — 

I do what many dream of all their lives 

— Dream ? strive to do, and agonise to do, 

And fail in doing. I could count twenty such 

On twice your fingers, and not leave this town, 

Who strive — you don't know how the others strive 

To paint a little thing like that you smeared 

Carelessly passing with your robes afloat — 

Yet do much less, so much less, some one says, 

(I know his name, no matter) so much less ! 

Well, less is more, Lucrezia ! I am judged. 

There burns a truer light of God in them, 

In their vexed, beating, stuffed and stopped-up brain>. 

Heart, or whate'er else, than goes on to prompt 

This low-pulsed forthright craftsman's hand of mine. 

Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know, 

Reach many a time a heaven that's shut to me, 

Enter and take their place there sure enough, 

Though they come back and cannot tell the world. 

My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here. 

^ blood of these men ! at a word — 
X boils, or blame them, it boils too. 
i myself and to myself, 
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Know what I do, am unmoved by men's blame 
Or their praise either. Somebody remarks 
Morello's outline there is wrongly traced, 
His hue mistaken — what of that ? or else, 
Rightly traced and well ordered — what of that ? 
Speak as they please, what does the mountain care ? 
Ah, but a man's reach should exceed his grasp, 
Or what's a Heaven for ? all is silver-grey 
Placid and perfect with my art — the worse ! 
I know both what I want and what might gain — 
And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 
" Had I been two, another and myself, 
Our head would have o'erlooked the world!" No 
doubt 

Yonder's a work, now, of that famous youth 
The Urbinate who died five years ago. 
f Tis copied, George Vasari sent.it me). 
Well, I can fancy how he did it all, 
Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to see, 
Reaching, that Heaven might so replenish him, 
Above and through his art, for it gives way ; 
That arm is wrongly put — and there again — 
A fault to pardon in the drawing's lines, 
Its body, so to speak : its soul is right, 
He means right — that, a child may understand. 
Still, what an arm ! and I could alter it 
But all the play, the insight and the stretch — 
Out of me ! out of me 1 And wherefore out ? 
Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul, 
We might have risen to Rafael, I and you. 
Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think — 
More than I merit, yes, by many times. 
But had you — oh, with the same perfect brow, 
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And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth, 

And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird 

The fowler's pipe, and follows to the snare — 

Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind ! 

Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged 

" God and the glory ! never care for gain. 

The present by the future, what is that ? 

Live for fame, side by side with Angelo — 

Rafael is waiting. Up to God all three ! " 

I might have done it for you. So it seems — 

Perhaps not. All is as God over-rules. 

Beside, incentives come from the soul's self ; 

The rest avail not. Why do I need you % 

What wife had Rafael, or has Angelo ? 

In this world, who can do a thing, will not — 

And who would do it, cannot, I perceive : 

Yet the will's somewhat — somewhat, too, the power— 

And thus we half-men struggle. At the end, 

God, I conclude, compensates, punishes. 

'Tis safer for me, if the award be strict, 

That I am something underrated here, 

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth. 

I dared not, do you know, leave home all day, 

For fear of chancing on the Paris lords. 

The best is when they pass and look aside ; 

But they speak sometimes ; I must bear it all. 

Well may they speak ! That Francis, that first time, 

And that long festal year at Fontainebleau ! 

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground, 

Put on the glory, Rafael's daily wear, 

In that humane great monarch's golden look — 

One finger in his beard or twisted curl 

Over his mouth's good mark that made the smile, 
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One arm about my shoulder, round my neck, 
The jingle of his gold chain in my ear, 
I painting proudly with his breath on me, 
All his court round him, seeing with his eyes, 
Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls 
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts — 
And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond, 
This in the back-ground, waiting on my work, 
To crown the issue wrth a last reward i 
A good time, was it not, my kingly days ? 
And had you not grown restless — but I know — 
'Tis done and past ; 'twas right, my instinct said ; 
Too live the life grew, golden and not grey, 
And I'm the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four walls make his world. 
How could it end in any other way ? 
You called me, and I came home to your heart ; 
The triumph was, to have ended there ; then if 
I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost ? 
Let my hands frame your face in your hair's gold, 
You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine ! 
" Rafael did this, Andrea painted that; 
The Roman's is the better when you pray, 
But still the other's Virgin was his wife — " 
Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge 
Both pictures in your presence ; clearer grows 
My better fortune, I resolve to think. 
For, do you know, Lucrezia, as God lives, 
Said one day Angelo, his very self, 
To Rafael ... I have known it all these years . . • 
(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts 
Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see, 
Too lifted up in heart because of it) 
Y 
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"Friend, there's a certain sorry little scrub 

Goes up and down our Florence, none cares how, 

Who, were he set to plan and execute 

As you are, pricked on by your popes and kings, 

Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours ! " 

To Rafael's ! — And indeed the arm is wrong. 

I hardly dare — yet, only you to see, 

Give the chalk here — quick, thus the line should go ! 

Ay, but the soul ! he's Rafael ! 'rub it out ! 

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth — 

(What he ? why, who but Michael Angelo ? 

Do you forget already words like those ?) 

If really there was such a chance, so lost — 

Is whether you're — not grateful — but more pleased. 

Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed ! 

This hour has been an hour ! Another smile ? 

If you would sit thus by me every night 

I should work better, do you comprehend ? 

I mean that I should earn more, give you more. 

See, it is settled dusk now ; there's a star ; 

Morello's gone, the watch-lights show the wall, 

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by. 

Come from the window, love — come in, at last, 

Inside the melancholy little house 

We built to be so gay with. God is just. 

King Francis may forgive me. Oft at nights 

When I look up from painting, eyes tired out, 

The walls become illumined, brick from brick 

Distinct — instead of mortar, fierce bright gold, 

That gold of his I did cement them with J 

Let us but love each other. Must you go ? 

That cousin here again ? he waits outside ? 

Must see you— you, and not with me ? Those loans ? 
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More gaming debts to pay ? you smiled for that ? 

Well, let smiles buy me \ have you more to spend ? 

While hand and eye and something of a heart 

Are left to me, work's my ware, and what's it worth ? 

I'll pay my fancy. Only let me sit 

The grey remainder of the evening out^ 

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly 

How I could paint, were I but back in France, 

One picture, just one more — the Virgin's face, 

Not yours this time ! I want you at my side 

To hear them — that is, Michael Angelo — 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth. 

Will you ? To-morrow, satisfy your friend. 

I take the subjects for his corridor, 

Finish the portrait out of hand — there, there, 

And throw him in another thing or two 

If he demurs; the whole should prove enough 

To pay for this same cousin's freak. Beside, 

What's better and what's all I care about, 

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff. 

Love, does that please you ? Ah, but what does he, 

The cousin ! what does he to please you more ? 

I am grown peaceful as old age to-night. 
I regret little, I would change still less. 
Since there my past life lies, why alter it ? 
The very wrong to Francis ! — it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied, 
And built this house and sinned, and all is said. 
My father and my mother died of want 
Well, had I riches of my own ? you see 
How one gets rich ! Let each one bear his lot. 
They were born poor, lived poor, and poor they died : 
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And I have laboured somewhat in my time 

And not been paid profusely. Some good son 

Paint my two hundred pictures — let him try ! 

No doubt, there's something strikes a balance. Yes, 

You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night 

This must suffice me here. What would one have ? 

In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance — 

Four great walls in the New Jerusalem 

Meted on each side by the angel's reed 

For Leonard, Rafael, Angelo and me 

To cover — the three first without a "wife, 

While I have mine ! So — still they overcome 

Because there's still Lucrezia — as I choose. 



Again the cousin's whistle ! Go, my love. 



SAUL. 



I, 

Said Abner, " At last thou art come ! Ere I tell, 

ere thou speak, 
Kiss my cheek, wish me well ! n Then I wished it, 

and did kiss his cheek. 
And he, " Since the King, O my friend, for thy 

countenance sent, 
Neither drunken nor eaten have we ; nor until from 

his tent 

Thou return with the joyful assurance the king liveth 
yet, 

Shall our lip with the honey be bright, with the water 
be wet 

For out of the black mid-tent's silence, a space ot 
three days, 

Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer 
or of praise, 

To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have ended their 
strife, 

And that, faint in his triumph, the monarch sinks, 
back upon life. 

II. 

" Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved J God's child^ 

with His dew 
On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living 

and blue 
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Just broken to twine round thy harp-strings, as if no 
wild heat 

Were now raging to torture the desert ! n 



ni. 

Then I, as was meet, 
Knelt down to the God of my fathers, and rose on 
my feet, 

And ran o'er the sand burnt to powder. The tent 

was unlooped ; 
I pulled up the spear that obstructed, and under I 

stooped ; 

Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all 

withered and gone, 
That extends to the second enclosure, I groped my 

way on 

Till I felt where the foldskirts fly open. Then once 

more I prayed, 
And opened the foldskirts and entered, and was not 

afraid, 

But spoke, " Here is David, thy servant ! " And no 
voice replied. 

At the first I saw nought but the blackness ; but soon 
I descried 

A something more black than the blackness — the vast, 
the upright 

Main prop which sustains the pavilion : and slow into 
sight 

Grew a figure against it, gigantic and blackest of 
all: 

Then a sunbeam, that burst thro' the tent-roof, 
showed Saul. 
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He stood as erect as that tent-prop; both arms 

stretched out wide 
On the great cross-support in the centre, that goes to 

each side ; 

He relaxed not a muscle, but hung there, as, caught 
in his pangs 

And waiting his change, the king-serpent all heavily 
hangs, 

Far away from his kind, in the pine, till deliverance 
come 

With the spring-time, — so agonised Saul, drear and 
stark, blind and dumb. 

v. 

Then I tuned my harp, — took off the lilies we twine 

round its chords 
Lest they snap 'neath the stress of the noontide— 

those sunbeams like swords ! 
And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as, 

one after one, 

So docile they come to the pen-door, till folding be 
done. 

They are white and untorn by the bushes, for lo, they 
have fed 

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the 

stream's bed ; 
And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star 

follows star 

Into eve and the blue far above us, — so blue and so 
far! 
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VI. 

— Then tlie tune, for which quails on the cornland 

will each leave his mate 
To fly after the player ; then, what makes the crickets 

elate, 

Till for boldness they fight one another: and then, 

what has weight 
To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand 

house — 

There are none such as he for a wonder, half-bird and 

half-mouse ! — 
God made all the creatures and gave them our love 

and our fear, 

To give sign, we and they are His children, one family 
here. 

VII. 

Then I played the help-tune of our reapers, their 

wine-song, when hand 
Grasps at hand, eye lights eye in good friendship, and 

great hearts expand 
And grow one in the sense of this world's life. — And 

then, the last song 
When the dead man is praised on his journey — "Bear, 

bear him along 
With his few faults shut up like dead flowerets ! are 

balm-seeds not here 
To console us ? The land has none left such as he on 

the bier. 

Oh, would we might keep thee, my brother ! " — And 

then, the glad chaunt 
Of the marriage— first go the young maidens, next, 

she whom we vaunt 
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As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling. — And then, 

the great march 
Wherein man runs to man to assist him and buttress 

an arch 

Nought can break; who shall harm them, our friends? 

— Then, the chorus intoned 
As the Levites go up to the altar in glory enthroned. 
But I stopped here — for here, in the darkness, Saul 

groaned, 

VIII. 

And I paused, held my breath in such silence, and 

listened apart ; 
And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered, — 

and sparkles 'gan dart 
From the jewels that woke in his turban at once with 

a start — 

All its lordly male-sapphires, and rubies courageous 
at heart. 

So the head — but the body still moved not, still hung 
there erect. 

And I bent once again to my playing, pursued it un- 
checked, 
As I sang, — - 

IX. 

" Oh, our manhood's prime vigour! no 
spirit feels waste, 
Not a muscle is stopped in its playing, nor sinew un« 
braced. 

Oh, the wild joys of living ! the leaping from rock up 
to rock — 

The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, — the 
cool silver shock 
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Of the plunge in a pool's living water, — the hunt of 
the bear, 

And the sultriness showing the lion is couched in his 
lair. 

And the meal — the rich dates yellowed over with 
gold dust divine, 

And the locust's-flesh steeped in the pitcher ! the full 
draught of wine, 

And the sleep in the dried river-channel where bul- 
rushes tell 

That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and 
well. 

How good is man's life, the mere living ! how fit to 
employ 

All the heart and the soul and the senses, for ever in 
joy! 

Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father, whose 

sword thou didst guard 
When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for 

glorious reward ? 
Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held up 

as men sung 

The low song of the nearly-departed, and heard her 
faint tongue 

Joining in while it could to the witness, 'Let one 
more attest, 

I have lived, seen God's hand thro' a lifetime, and all 

was for best !' 
Then they sung thro' their tears in strong triumph, 

not much — but the rest. 
And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the 

working whence grew 
Such result as from seething grape-bundles, the spirit 

strained true ! 
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And the friends of thy boyhood — that boyhood of 

wonder and hope, 
Present promise, and wealth of the future beyond the 

eyes' scope — 

Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch ; a people is 
thine ; 

And all gifts which the world offers singly, on one 

head combine ! 
On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and 

rage like the throe 
That, a-work in the rock, helps its labour, and lets 

the gold go : 

High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame 

crowning it — all 
Brought to blaze on the head of one creature — 

King Saul ! " 

x. 

And lo, with that leap of my spirit, heart, hand, harp 
and voice, 

Each lifting Saul's name out of sorrow, each bidding 
rejoice 

Saul's fame in the light it was made for — as when, 
dare I say, 

The Lord's army in rapture of service, strains through 
its array, 

And upsoareth the cherubim-chariot — " Saul ! " cried 

I, and stopped, 
And waited the thing that should follow. Then Saul, 

who hung propped 
By the tent's cross-support in the centre, was struck 

by his name. 

Have ye seen when Spring's arrowy summons goes 
right to the aim, 
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And some mountain, the last to withstand her, that 

held (he alone, 
While the vale laughed in freedom and flowers) on a 

broad bust of stone 
A year's snow bound about for a breastplate — leaves 

grasp of the sheet ? 
•Fold on fold all at once it crowds thunderously down 

to his feet, 

And there fronts you, stark, black but alive yet, your 

mountain of old, 
With his rents, the successive bequeathings of ages 

untold — 

Yea, each harm got in fighting your battles, each 

furrow and scar 
Of his head thrust 'twixt you and the tempest — all 

hail, there they are ! 
Now again to be softened with verdure, again hold 

the nest 

Of the dove, tempt the goat and its young to the 

green on its crest 
For their food in the ardours of summer ! One long 

shudder thrilled 
All the tent till the very air tingled, then sunk and 

was stilled, 

At the King's self left standing before me, released 
and aware. 

What was gone, what remained? all to traverse' twixt 
hope and despair — 

Death was past, life not come — so he waited. Awhile 
his right hand 

Held the brow, helped the eyes, left too vacant forth- 
with to remand 

To their place what new objects should enter : 'twas 
Saul as before. 
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I looked up and dared gaze at those eyes, nor was 

hurt any more 
Than by slow pallid sunsets in autumn, ye watch from 

the sho/e 

At their sad level gaze o'er the ocean — a sun's slow 
decline 

Over hills which, resolved in stern silence, o'erlap 
and entwine 

Base with base to knit strength more intense : so arm 

folded in arm 
O'er the chest whose slow heavings subsided. 

XI. 

What spell or what charm 
(For, awhile there was trouble within me), what next 
should I urge 

To sustain him where song had restored him ? — Song 

fills to the verge 
His cup with the wine of this life, pressing all that it 

yields 

Of mere fruitage, the strength and the beauty ! Be- 
yond, on what fields, 

Glean a vintage more potent and perfect to brighten 
the eye 

And bring blood to the lip, and commend them the 

cup they put by 1 
He saith "It is good" — still he drinks not; he lets me 

praise life, 

Gives assent, yet would die for his own part 
XII. 

Then fancies grew rife 
Which had come long ago on the pastures, when 
round me the sheep 
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Fed in silence — above, the one eagle wheeled slow as 
in sleep, 

And I lay in my hollow, and mused on the world that 

might lie # 
'Neath his ken, though I saw but the strip 'twixt the 

hill and the sky : 
And I laughed— "Since my days are ordained to be 

passed with my flocks, 
Let me people at least, with my fancies, the plains and 

the rocks, 

Dream the life I am never to mix with, and image the 
show 

Of mankind as they live in those fashions I hardly 
shall know ! 

Schemes of life, its best rules and right uses, the 

courage that gains, 
And the prudence that keeps what men strive for." 

And now these old trains 
Of vague thought came again ; I grew surer ; so once 

more the string 
Of my heart made response to my spirit, as thus — 

XIII. 

"Yea, my king," 
I began — " thou dost well in rejecting mere comforts 
that spring 

From the mere mortal life held in common by man 

and by brute : 
In our flesh grows the branch of this life, in our soul 

it bears fruit 

Thou hast marked the slow rise of the tree— how its 
stem trembled first 
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Till it passed the kid's lip, the stag's antler ; then 

safely outburst 
The fan-branches all round ; and thou mindest when 

these too, in turn 
Broke a-bloom and the palm-tree seemed perfect; yet 

more was to learn, 
Ev*n the good that comes in with the palm-fruit Our 

dates shall we slight, 
When their juice brings a cure for all sorrow ? or care 

for the plight 

Of the palm's self whose slow growth produced them ?. 

Not so ! stem and branch 
Shall decay, nor be known in their place, while the 

palm- wine shall staunch 
Every wound of man's spirit in winter. I pour thee' 

such wine. 

Leave the flesh to the fate it was fit for ! the spirit be 
thine J 

By the spirit, when age shall o'ercome thee, thou still 
shalt enjoy 

More indeed, than at first when inconscious, the life of 
a boy. 

Crush that life, and behold its wine running! each 

deed thou hast done 
Dies, revives, goes to work in the world; until e'en as 

the sun 

Looking down on the earth, though clouds spoil him, 

though tempests efface, 
Can find nothing his own deed produced not, must 

everywhere trace 
The results of his past summer-prime — so, each ray of 

thy will, 

Every flash of thy passion and prowess, long over, 
shall thrill 
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Thy whole people the countless, with ardour, till they 
too give forth 

A like cheer to their sons who in turn fill the south 
and the north 

With the radiance thy deed was the germ of. Carouse 
in the past ! 

But the license of age has its limit ; thou diest at 
last. 

As the lion when age dims his eye-ball, the rose at her 
height, 

So with man — so his power and his beauty for ever 
take flight 

No ! again a long draught of my soul-wine ! look forth 

o'er the years — 
Thou hast done now with eyes for the actual ; begin 

with the seer's ! 
Is Saul dead ? in the depth of the vale make his tomb 

— bid arise 

A grey mountain of marble heaped four-square, till 

built to the skies. 
Let it mark where the great First King slumbers — 

whose fame would ye know ? 
Up above see the rock's naked face, where the record 

shall go 

In great characters cut by the scribe, — Such was Saul, 
so he did ; 

With the sages directing the work, by the populace 
chid, — 

For not half, they'll affirm, is comprised there ! Which 

fault to amend, 
In the grove with his kind grows the cedar, whereon 

they shall spend 
(See, in tablets 'tis level before them) their praise, and 

record ' 
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With the gold of the graver, Saul's story — the states-* 

man's great word 
Side by side with the poet's sweet comment The 

river's a-wave 
With smooth paper-reeds grazing each other when 

prophet winds rave : 
So the pen gives unborn generations their due and 

their part 

In thy being. Then, first of the mighty, thank God 
that thou art ! " 

XIV. 

And behold, while I sang . . . But O Thou who didst 

grant me that day, 
And before it not seldom hast granted, Thy help to 

essay, 

Carry on and complete an adventure, — my Shield and 
my Sword 

In that act where my soul was Thy servant, Thy word 

was my word, — 
Still be with me, who then at the summit of human 

endeavour 

And scaling the highest man's thought could, gazed 

hopeless as ever 
On the new stretch of Heaven above me — till, mighty 

to save^ 

Just one lift of Thy hand cleared that distance — God's 

throne from man's grave ! 
Let me tell out my tale to its ending — my voice to my 

heart, 

Which can scarce dare believe in what marvels last 
night I took part, 

z 
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As this morning I gather the fragments, alone with 
my sheep, 

And still fear lest the terrible glory evanish like 
sleep! 

For I wake m the grey dewy covert, while Hebron 
upheaves 

The dawn struggling with night on his shoulder, and 

Kidron retrieves 
Slow the damage of yesterday's sunshine. 

xv. 

I say then, — my song 
While I sang thus, assuring the monarch, and ever 

more strong - 
Made a proffer of good to console him— he slowly 

resumed 

His old motions and habitudes kingly. The right 

hand replumed 
His black locks to their wonted composure, adjusted 

the swathes 

Of his turban, and see — the huge sweat that his coun- 
tenance bathes, 

He wipes off with the robe ; and he girds now his 
loins as of yore, 

And feels slow for the armlets of price, with the clasp 
set before. 

He is Saul, ye remember in glory, — ere error had bent 
The broad brow from the daily communion ; and still, 

though much spent 
Be the life and the bearing that front you, the same 

God did choose 
To receive what a man may waste, desecrate, never 

quite lose. 
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So sank lie along by the tent*prop, till, stayed by the pile 

Of his armour and war-cloak and garments, he 
leaned there awhile, 

And so sat out my singing, — one arm round the tent- 
prop, to raise 

His bent head, and the other hung slack — till I 
touched on the praise 

I foresaw from all men in aft times, to the man patient 
there, 

And thus ended, the harp falling forward. Then first 
I was 'ware 

That he sat, as I say, with my head just above his vast 
knees 

Which were thrust out on each side around me, like 

oak-roots which please 
To encircle a lamb when it slumbers. I looked up to 

know 

If the best I could do had brought solace. He spoke 
not, but slow 

Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he laid it with 
care 

Soft and grave, but in mild settled will, on my brow : 

through my hair 
The large fingers were pushed, and he bent back my 

head, with kind power-*- 
All my face back, intent to peruse it, as men do a 

flower. 

Thus held he me there with his great eyes that scruti- 
nised mine — 

And oh, all my heart how it loved him ! but where 

was the sign ? 
I yearned — " Could 1 help thee, my father, inventing 

a bliss, 
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I would add to that life of the past, both the futufe 
and this 1 

I would give thee new life altogether, as good, ages 
hence, 

As this moment, — had love but the warrant, love's 
heart to dispense ! " 

XVI. 

Then the truth came upon me. No harp more — no 
song more ! out-broke — 

XVII. 

"I have gone the whole round of Creation: I saw 
and I spoke ! 

I, a work of God's hand for that purpose, received in 
my brain 

And pronounced on the rest of His handwork — returned 
Him Again 

His creation's approval or censure : I spoke as I saw, 
I report, as a man may of God's work — all's love, yet 
all's law ! 

Now I lay down the judgeship He lent me. Each 
faculty tasked 

To perceive Him, has gained an abyss, where a dew- 
drop was asked. 

Have I knowledge ? confounded it shrivels at wisdom 
laid bare. 

Have I forethought ? how purblind, how blank, to 

the infinite care ! 
Do I task any faculty highest, to image success ? 
I but open my eyes, — and perfection, no more and no 

less, 
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Xn the kind I imagined, full-fronts me, and God is 
seen God 

In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and 
the clod. 

And thus looking within and around me, I ever renew 
( With that stoop of the soul which in bending upraises 
it too) 

The submission of man's nothing-perfect to God'a 
all-complete, 

^s by each hew obeisance in spirit, I climb to His 
feet! 

Yet with all this abounding experience, this Deity 
known, 

I shall dare to discover some province, some gift of 
my own. 

There's one faculty pleasant to exercise, hard to hood*, 
wink, 

I am fain to keep still in abeyance (I laugh as I 
think), 

Lest, insisting to claim and parade in it, wot ye, I 
worst 

E'en the Giver in one gift. — Behold ! I could love if 
I durst ! 

But I sink the pretension as fearing a man may o'er- 
take 

God's own speed in the one way of love : I abstain, 

for love's sake ! 
—What, my soul ? see thus far and no farther ? when, 

doors great and small, 
Nine-and-niriety flew ope at our touch, should the 

hundredth appal ? 
In the least things, have faith, yet distrust in the 

greatest of all? 
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Do I find lore so full in in? nature, God's ultimate gift; 
That I doubt His own love can compete with it ? here, 

the parts shift f 
Here, the creature surpass the Creator, the end, what 

Began ?— 

Would I fain in mjr mtpotdnt yearning do all this for 
man, 

And dare doubt He alone shall not help him, who yet 
alone can ? 

Would it ever hate entered my mind, the bare will, 

much less power, 
To bestow on this Saul what I sang of* the marvellous 

dower 

Of the life he was gifted and filled with? to make 
such a soul, 

Such a body, and then such an earth for insphering 
the whole ? 

And doth it not enter my mind (as my warm tears 
attest) 

These good things being given, to go on, and give one 

more, the best ? 
Ay, to save and redeem and restore him, maintain at 

the height 

This perfection, -^succeed with life's dayspring, death's 

minute of night ? 
Interpose at the difficult minute, snatch Saul, the 

mistake, 

Saul, the failure, the ruin he seems now,*— and bid 

him awake 

From the dream, the probation, the prelude, to find 

himself set 

Clear and safe in new light and new life,— a new 
harmony yet . . 
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To be run, and continued, and ended — who knows? 

— or endure ! 

The man taught enough by life's dream, of the rest 

to make sure : 
By the pain-throb, triumphantly winning intensified 

bliss, 

And the next world's reward and repose, by the 
struggle in this* 

XVIII. 

"I believe it! 'tis Thou, God, that grvest, 'tis I who 
receive : 

In the first is the last; in Thy will is my power to 
believe. 

All's one gift: Thou canst grant it moreover, as 

prompt to my prayer 
As I breathe out this breath, as I open these arms to 

the air. 

From Thy will, stream the worlds, life and nature. Thy 

dread Sabaoth : 
/ will ? — the mere atoms despise me ! and why am 

I loth 

To look that, even that in the face too ? why is it I dare 
Think but Hghtly of such impuissance? what stops 
my despair ? 

This; — ? tis not what man Does which exalts him, 

but what man Would do 1 
See the king — I would help him but cannot, the 

wishes fall through. 
Could I wrestle to raise him from sorrow, grow poor 

to enrich, 

To fill up his life, starve my own out, I would— 
knowing which, 
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I know that my service is perfect — Oh, speak through 
me now ! 

Would I suffer for him that I love ? So wilt Thou— 
so wilt Thou ! 

So shall crown Thee the topmost, ineffablest, utter- 
most crown — 

Aild Thy love fill infinitude wholly, nor leave up toor 
down . 

One spot for the creature to stand in ! It is by no 
breath, 

Turn of eye, wave of hand, that salvation joins issue- 
with death ! 

As Thy Love is discovered almighty, almighty be proved 
Thy power, that exists with and for it, of Being 
; : beloved ! 

He who did most, shall bear most; the strongest shall 

stand the most weak. 
Tis the weakness in strength that I cry for ! my 

flesh, that I seek 
In the Godhead! I seek and I find it O Saul, it 

shall be J 

A Face like my face that receives thee : a Man like 
to me> 

Thou shalt love and be loved by, for ever J a Hand 

like this hand 
Shall throw open the new gates of life to thee ! See 

the Christ stand!" 

XIX. 

I know not too well how I found my way home in 
the night 

There were witnesses, cohorts about me, to left and 
to right, 
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Angels, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive, the 
aware — 

I repressed, I got through them as hardly, as strug- 
glingly there, 

As a runner beset by the populace famished for news — 
Life or death. The whole earth was awakened, hell 

loosed with her crews ; 
And the stars of night beat with emotion, and tingled 

and shot 

Out in fire the strong pain of pent knowledge : but 
I fainted not, 

For the Hand still impelled me at once and supported, 
suppressed 

All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy 
behest, 

Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank 
to rest. 

Anon at the dawn, all that trouble had withered from 
earth — 

Not so much, but I saw it die out in the day's tender 
birth; 

In the gathered intensity brought to the grey of the 
hills; 

In the shuddering forests' new dusk ; in the sudden 
wind-thrills ; 

In the startled wild beasts that bore off, each with 

eye sidling still 
Though averted, with wonder and dread ; in the birds 

stiff and chill 
That rose heavily, as I approached them, made stupid 

with awe : 

E'en the serpent that slid away silent, — he felt the 
new Law. 
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The game stared in the white humid faces upturned 

by the flowers ; 
The same worked in the heart of the cedar, and 

moved the vine-bowers. 
And the little brooks witnessing murmured, persistent 

and low, 

With their obstinate, all but hushed voices — ' * E'en so, 
it is so \ " 



IN A BALCONY. 



FIRST PART. 



Constance and Norbert. 

NORBERT. 

Now. 

CONSTANCE. 

Not now. 

NORBERT* 

Give me them again, those hands--* 
Put them upon my forehead, how it throbs ! 
Press them before my eyes, the fire comes through. 
You cruellest, you dearest in the world, 
Let me ! the Queen must grant whatever I ask- 
How can I gain you and not ask the Queen ? 
There she stays waiting for me, here stand you. 
Some time or other this was to be asked ; 
Now is the one time— what I ask, I gain- 
Let me ask now, Love t 
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CONSTANCE. 

Do, and ruin us. 

NORBERT. 

Let it be now, Love ! All my soul breaks forth. 
How I do love you ! give my love its way ! 
A man can have but one life and one death, 
One heaven, one hell. Let me fulfil my fate — 
Grant me my heaven now. Let me know you mine, 
Prove you mine, write my name upon your brow, 
Hold you and have you, and then die away 
If God please, with completion in my soul. 

CONSTANCE. 

I am not yours then ? how content this man ? 

I am not his, who change into himself, 

Have passed into his heart and beat its beats, 

Who give my hands to him, my eyes, my hair, 

Give all that was of me away to him 

So well, that now, my spirit turned his own, 

Takes part with him against the woman here, 

Bids him not stumble at so mere a straw 

As caring that the world be cognisant 

How he loves her and how she worships him. 

You have this woman, not as yet that world. 

Go on, I bid, nor stop to care for me 

By saving what I cease to care about, 

The courtly name and pride of circumstance — 

The name you'll pick up and be cumbered with 

Just for the poor parade's sake, nothing more, 

Just that the world may slip from under you, 

Just that the world may cry "So much for him — 

The man predestined to the heap of crowns ; 

There goes his chance of winning one, v at least ! " 



The world ! 
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NORBERT. 
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CONSTANCE. 

You love it Love me quite as well, 
And see if I shall pray for this in vain ! 
Why must you ponder what it knows or thinks ? 

NORBERT. 

You pray for — what, in vain ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh my heart's heart, 
How I do love you, Norbert ! — that is right ! 
But listen, or I take my hands away. 
You say, "let it be now" — you would go now 
And tell the Queen, perhaps six steps from us, 
You love me — so you do, thank God ! 

NORBERT. 

Thank God ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Yes, Norbert, -r-but you fain would tell your love, 

And, what succeeds the telling, ask of her 

My hand. Now take this rose and look at it, 

Listening to me. You are the minister, 

The Queen's first favourite, nor without a cause. 

To-night completes your wonderful year's-work 

(This palace-feast is held to celebrate) 

Made memorable by her life's success, 

The junction of two crowns on her sole head 

Her house had only dreamed of anciently. 
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That this mere dream is grown a stable truth 

To-nightfs feast makes authentic. Whose the prafee f 

Whose genius, patience, energy, achieved 

What turned the many heads and broke the hearts ? 

You are the fate — your minute's in the heaven. 

Next comes the Queen's turn. Name your own reward ! 

With leave to clench the past, chain the to-come, 

Put out an arm and touch and take the sun 

And fix it ever full-faced on your earth, 

Possess yourself supremely of her life, 

You choose the single thing she will not grant — 

Nay, very declaration of which choice 

Will turn the scale and neutralise your work. 

At best she will forgive you, if she can. 

You think I'll let you choose— her cousin's hand ? 

NORBERT. 

Wait. First, <Jo you retain ypur old belief 
The Queen is generous, — nay, is just ? 

CONSTANCE. 

There, there ! 
So men make women love them, while they know 
No more of women's hearts than . . . look you here. 
You that are just and generous beside, 
Make it your own case. For example now, 
I'll say — I let you kiss me and hold my hands — 
Why ? do you know why ? I'll instruct you, then — 
The kiss, because you have a name at court, 
This hand and this, that you may shut in each 
A jewel, if you please to pick up such. 
That's horrible ? Apply it to the Queen — 
Suppose, I am the Queen to whom you speak. 
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"I was a nameless man : you needed me : 
Why did I proffer you my aid ? there stood 
A certain pretty Cousin at your side. 
Why did I make such common cause with you f 
Access to her had not been easy else. 
You give my labours here abundant praise ? 
'Faith, labour, while she overlooked, grew play. 
How shall your gratitude discharge itself? 
Give me her hand ! " 

NORBERT. 
And still I urge the same. 
Is the Queen just ? just — generous or no I 

CONSTANCE. 
Yes, just You love a rose — no harm in that — 
But was it for the rose's sake or mine 
You put it in your bosom ? mine, you said- 
Then mine you still must say or else be false. 
You told the Queen you served her for herself: 
If so, to serve her was to serve yourself 
She thinks, for all your unbelieving face I 
I know her. In the hall, six steps from us, 
One sees the twenty pictures — there's a life 
Better than life — and yet no life at all. 
Conceive her born in such a magic dome, 
Pictures all round her ! why, she sees the world, 
Can recognise its given things and facts, 
The fight of giants or the feast of gods, 
Sages in senate, beauties at the bath, 
Chaces and battles, the whole earth's display, 
Landscape and sea-piece, down to flowers and fruit — 
And who shall question that she knows them all 
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In better semblance than the things outside ? 

Yet bring into the silent gallery 

Some live thing to contrast in breath and blood, 

Some lion, with the painted lion there — 

You think she'll understand composedly ? 

— Say, " that's his fellow in the hunting-piece 

Yonder, I've turned to praise a hundred times ? " 

Not so. Her knowledge of our actual earth, 

Its hopes and fears, concerns and sympathies, 

Must be too far, too mediate, too unreal. 

The real exists for us outside, not her— 

How should it, with that life in these four walls, 

That father and that mother, first to last 

No father and no mother — friends, a heap, 

Lovers, no lack — a husband in due time, 

And every one of them alike a lie ! 

— Things painted by a Rubens out of nought 

Into what kindness, friendship, love should be ; 

All better, all more grandiose than life, 

Only no life ; mere cloth and surface-paint 

You feel while you admire. How should she feel ? 

And now that she has stood thus fifty years 

The sole spectator in that gallery, 

You think to bring this warm real struggling love 

In to her of a sudden, and suppose 

She'll keep her state untroubled ? Here's the truth— 

She'll apprehend its value at a glance, 

Prefer it to the pictured loyalty ! 

You only have to say " so men are made, 

For this they act, the thing has many names 

But this the right one — and now, Queen, be just ! w 

And life slips back — you lose her at the word — 

You do not even for amends gain me. 
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He will not understand ! oh, Norbert, Norbert, 
Do you not understand ? 

NORBERT. 

The Queen's the Queen, 
I am myself— no picture, but alive 
In every nerve and every muscle, here 
At the palace-window o'er the people's street, 
As she in the gallery where the pictures glow : 
The good of life is precious to us both. 
She cannot love ; what do I want with rule ? 
When first I saw your face a year ago 
I knew my life's good, my soul heard one voice — 
"The woman yonder, there's no use of life 
But just to obtain her ! heap earth's woes in one 
And bear them, make a pile of all earth's joys 
And spurn them, as they help or help not this ; 
Only, obtain her ! " — How was it to be ? 
I found she was the cousin of the Queen ; 
I must then serve the Queen to get to her. 
No other way. Suppose there had been one, 
And I, by saying prayers to some white star 
With promise of my body and my soul, 
Might gain you, — should I pray the star or no ? 
Instead, there was the Queen to serve ! I served, 
Helped, did what other servants failed to do. 
Neither she sought nor I declared my end. 
Her good is hers, my recompense be mine, 
I therefore name you as that recompense. 
She dreamed that such a thing could never be ? 
Let her wake now. She thinks there was more 
cause 

In love of power, high fame, pure loyalty ? 



354 



Men and Women. 



Perhaps she fancies men wear out their lives 
Chasing such shades. Then I've a fancy too ; 
I worked because I want you with my soul : 
I therefore ask your hand. Let it be now. 

CONSTANCE. 

Had I not loved you from the very first, 
Were I not yours, could we not steal out thus 
So wickedly, so wildly, and so well, 
You might be thus impatient. What's conceived 
Of us without here, by the folks within ? 
Where are you now ? immersed in cares of state — 
Where am I now ? — intent on festal robes — 
We two, embracing under death's spread hand ! 
What was this thought for, what that scruple of 
yours 

Which broke the council up ? — to bring about 
One minute's meeting in the corridor ! 
And then the sudden sleights, strange secrecies, 
Complots inscrutable, deep telegraphs, 
Long-planned chance-meetings, hazards of a look, 
"Does she know? does she not know? saved or 
lost ?" 

A year of this compression's ecstasy 
All goes for nothing ! you would give this up 
For the old way, the open way, the world's, 
His way who beats, and his who sells his wife ! 
What tempts you ? — their notorious happiness, 
That you're ashamed of ours ? The best you'll gain 
Will be, the Queen grants all that you require, 
Concedes the cousin, rids herself of you 
And me at once, and gives us ample leave 
To live like our five hundred happy friends. 



In a Balcony, 355 

The world will show us with officious hand 
Our chamber-entry and stand sentinel 
Where we so oft have stolen across its traps ! 
Get the world's warrant, ring the falcons' feet, 
And make that duty to be bold and swift, 
Which long ago was nature : have it so ! 
We never hawked by rights till flung from fist ? 
Oh, the man's thought ! — no woman's such a fool. 

NORBERT. 

Yes, the man's thought and my thought, which is 
more — 

One made to love you, let the world take note. 
Have I done worthy work ? be love's the praise, 
Though hampered by restrictions, barred against 
By set forms, blinded by forced secrecies. 
Set free my love, and see what love can dare 
Shown in my life — what work will spring from that ! 
The world is used to have its business done 
On other grounds, find great effects produced 
For power's sake, fame's sake, motives in men's 
mouth. 

So good. But let my low ground shame their high ! 
Truth is the strong thing. Let man's life be true ! 
And love's the truth of mine. Time prove the 
rest ! 

I choose to wear you stamped all over me, 
Your name upon my forehead and my breast, 
You, from the sword's blade to the ribbon's edge, 
That men may see, all over; you in me — 
That pale loves may die out of their pretence 
In face of mine, shames thrown on love fall off. 
Permit this, Constance ! Love has been so long 
A A 2 
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Subdued in me, eating me through and through, 

That now it's all of me and must have Way. 

Think of my work, that chaos of intrigues, 

Those hopes and fears, surprises and delays, 

That long endeavour, earnest, patient, slow, 

Trembling at last to its assured result — 

Then think of this revulsion. I resume 

Life after death, (it is no less than life 

After such long unlovely labouring days) 

And liberate to beauty life's great need 

Of the beautiful, which, while it prompted work, 

Supprest itself erewhile. This eve's the time — 

This eve intense with yon first trembling star 

We seem to pant and reach ; scarce aught between 

The earth that rises and the heaven that bends ; 

All nature self-abandoned, every tree 

Flung as it will, pursuing its own thoughts 

And fixed so, every flower and every weed, 

No pride, no shame, no victory, no defeat ; 

All under God, each measured by itself: 

These statues round us, each abrupt, distinct, 

The strong in strength, the weak in weakness fixed, 

The Muse for ever wedded to her lyre, 

The Nymph to her fawn, the Silence to her rose, 

And God's approval on His universe ! 

Let us do so — aspire to live as these 

In harmony with truth, ourselves being true. 

Take the first way, and let the second come. 

My first is to possess myself of you ; 

The music sets the march-step — forward then ! 

And there's the Queen, I go to claim you ofj 

The world to witness, wonder and applaud. 

Our flower of life breaks open. No delay ! 
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CONSTANCE. 

And so shall we be ruined, both of us. 
Norbert, I know her to the skin and bone— 
You do not know her, were not born to it, 
To feel what she can see or cannot see. 
Love, she is generous, — ay, despite your smile, 
Generous as you are. For, in that thin frame 
Pain-twisted, punctured through and through with 
cares, 

There lived a lavish soul until it starved 
Debarred all healthy food. Look to the soul — 
Pity that, stoop to that, ere you begin 
(The true man's way) on justice and your rights, 
Exaction and acquittance of the past. 
Begin so — see what justice she will deal ! 
We women hate a debt as men a gift 
Suppose her some poor keeper of a school 
Whose business is to sit thro* summer-months 
And dole out children's leave to go and play, 
Herself superior to such lightness — she 
In the arm-chair's state and psedagogic pomp, 
To the life, the laughter, sun and youth outside — 
We wonder such an one looks black on us ? 
I do not bid you wake her tenderness, 
(That were vain truly — none is left to wake) 
But, let her think her justice is engaged 
To take the shape of tenderness, and mark 
If she'll not coldly pay its warmest need ! 
Does she love me, I ask you ? not a whit : 
Yet, thinking that her justice was engaged 
To help a kinswoman, she took me up — 
Did more on that bare ground than other loves 
Would do on greater argument. For me, 
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I have no equivalent of that cold kind 
To pay her with, but love alone to give 
If I give anything. I give her love. 
I feel I ought to help her, and I will. 
So for her sake, as yours, I tell you twice 
That women hate a debt as men a gift 
If I were you, I could obtain this grace — 
Could lay the whole I did to love's account, 
Nor yet be very false as courtiers go- 
Declare that my success was recompense ; 
It would be so, in fact : what were it else ? 
And then, once loosed her generosity, 
Oh, how I see it — then, — were I but you 
To turn it, letting it seem to move itself, 
And make it offer what I really take, 
Accepting just, in the poor cousin's hand, 
Her value as the next thing to the Queen's — 
Since none loves Queens directly, none dares that ! 
A shadow of a thing, a name's mere echo 
Suffices those who miss the name and thing ; 
You pick up just a ribbon she has worn 
To keep in proof how near her breath you came. 
Say, I'm so near I seem a piece of her — 
Ask for me that way — (oh, you understand) 
You'd find the same gift yielded with a grace, 
Which if you make the least show to extort . . . 
— You'll see ! and when you have ruined both of us, 
Dissertate on the Queen's ingratitude ! 

NORBERT. 

What, if I turn it that way, you consent ? 
'Tis not my way ; I have more hope in truth. 
Still if you won't have truth — why, this indeed 



In a Balcony. 359 

Were scarcely false, I'd so express the sense. 
Will you remain here ? 

CONSTANCE. 

O best heart of mine, 
How I have loved you ! then, you take my way ? 
Are mine as you have been her minister, 
Work out my thought, give it effect for me, 
Paint plain my poor conceit and make it serve ? 
I owe that withered wQman everything — 
Life, fortune, you, remember ! Take my part — 
Help me to pay her ! Stand upon your rights ? 
You, with my rose, my hands, my heart on you ? 
Your rights are mine — you have no rights but mine. 

NORBERT. 

Remain here. How you know me ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Ah, but stilt- 

[He breaks from her : she remains. Dance-music 
from within. 



SECOND PART. 
Enter the Queen, 
queen. 

Constance ! — She is here as he said. Speak ! quick ! 
Is it so ? is it true or false ? One word ! 
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CONSTANCE. 

True. 

QUEEN. 

Mercifullest Mother, thanks to Thee ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Madam ! 

QUEEN. 

I love you, Constance, from my soul. 
Now say once more, with any words you will, 
Tis true, all true, as true as that I speak. 

CONSTANCE. 

Why should you doubt it ? 

QUEEN. 

Ah, why doubt ? why doubt ? 
Dear, make me see it Do you see it so ? 
None see themselves ; another sees them best. 
You say " why doubt it ? " — you see him and me. 
It is because the Mother has such grace 
That if we had but faith — wherein we fail — 
Whate'er we yearn for would be granted us ; 
Howbeit we let our whims prescribe despair, 
Our very fancies thwart and cramp our will, 
And so, accepting life, abjure ourselves ! 
Constance, I had abjured the hope of love 
And of being loved, as truly as yon palm 
The hope of seeing Egypt from that tur£ 



Heaven ! 



CONSTANCE. 
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QUEEN. 

But it was so, Constance, it was so. 
Men say — or do men say it ? fancies say — 
"Stop here, your life is set, you are grown old. 
Too late — no love for you, too late for love — 
Leave love to girls. Be queen — let Constance love !" 
One takes the hint — half meets it like a child, 
Ashamed at any feelings that oppose. 
" Oh, love, true, never think of love again ! 
I am a queen — I rule, not love, indeed." 
So it goes on ; so a face grows like this, 
Hair like this hair, poor arms as lean as these, 
Till, — nay, it does not end so, I thank God ! 

CONSTANCE. 

I cannot understand — 

QUEEN. 

The happier you ! 
Constance, I know not how it is with men : 
For women, (I am a woman now like you) 
There is no good of life but love — but love ! 
What else looks good, is some shade flung from love — 
Love gilds it, gives it worth. Be warned by me, 
Never you cheat yourself one instant. Love, 
Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest ! 

Constance, how I love you ! 

CONSTANCE. 

I love you. 

QUEEN. 

1 do believe that all is come through you. 
I took you to my heart to keep it warm 
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When the last chance of love seemed dead in me ; 
I thought your fresh youth warmed my withered heart 
Oh, I am very old now, am I not ? 
Not so ! it is true and it shall be true ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Tell it me ! let me judge if true or false. 

QUEEN. 

Ah, but I fear you ! you will look at me 
And say "she's old, she's grown unlovely quite 
Who ne'er was beauteous ! men want beauty stilL" 
Well, so I feared — the curse ! so I felt sure. 

CONSTANCE. 

Be calm. And now you feel not sure, you say ? 

QUEEN. 

Constance, he came, the coming was not strange — 
Do not I stand and see men come and go ? 
I turned a half-look from my pedestal 
Where I grow marble — " one young man the more ! 
He will love some one,— that is nought to me — 
What would he with my marble stateliness ? " 
Yet this seemed somewhat worse than heretofore ; 
The man more gracious, youthful, like a god, 
And I still older, with less flesh to change — 
We two those dear extremes that long to touch. 
It seemed still harder when he first began 
Absorbed to labour at the state-affairs 
The old way for the old end, interest 
Oh, to live with a thousand beating hearts 
Around you, swift eyes, serviceable hands, 
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Professing they've no care but for your cause, 

Thought but to help you, love but for yourself, 

And you the marble statue all the time 

They praise and point at as preferred to life, 

Yet leave for the first breathing woman's cheek, 

First dancer's, gipsy's, or street baladine's ! 

Why, how I have ground my teeth to hear men's speech 

Stifled for fear it should alarm my ear, 

Their gait subdued lest step should startle me, 

Their eyes declined, such queendom to respect, 

Their hands alert, such treasure to preserve, 

While not a man of them broke rank and spoke, 

Or ' wrote me a vulgar letter all of love, 

Or caught my hand and pressed it like a hand. 

There have been moments, if the*sentinel 

Lowering his halbert to salute the queen, 

Had flung it brutally and clasped my knees, 

I would have stooped and kissed him with my soul. 

CONSTANCE. 

Who could have comprehended ! 

QUEEN. 

Ay, who — who ? 
Why, no one, Constance, but this one who did. 
Not they, not you, not I. Even now perhaps 
It comes too late — would you but tell the truth. 

CONSTANCE. 

I wait to tell it. 

QUEEN. 

Well, you see, he came, 
Outfaced the others, did a work this year 
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Exceeds in value all was ever done, 

You know — it is not I who say it — all 

Say it And so (a second pang and worse) 

I grew aware not only of what he did, 

But why so wondrously. Oh, never work 

Like his was done for work's ignoble sake — 

It must have finer aims to spur it on ! 

I felt, I saw he loved — loved somebody. 

And Constance, my dear Constance, do you know, 

I did believe this while 'twas you he loved. 

CONSTANCE. 

Me, madam ? 

4 QUEEN. 

It did seem to me your face 
Met him where'er he looked : and whom but you 
Was such a man to love ? it seemed to me 
You saw he loved you, and approved the love, 
And that you both were in intelligence. 
You could not loiter in the garden, step 
Into this balcony, but I straight was stung 
And forced to understand. It seemed so true, 
So right, so beautiful, so like you both 
That all this work should have been done by him 
Not for the vulgar hope of recompense, 
But that at last — suppose some night like this — 
Borne on to claim his due reward of me 
He might say, " Give her hand and pay me so." 
And I (O Constance, you shall love me now) 
I thought, surmounting all the bitterness, 
— " And he shall have it I will make her blest, 
My flower of youth, my woman's self that was, 
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My happiest woman's self that might have been ! 
These two shall have their joy and leave me here." 
Yes — yes — 

CONSTANCE. 

Thanks ! 

QUEEN. 

And the word was on my lips 
When he burst in upon me. I looked to hear 
A mere calm statement of his just desire 
In payment of his labour. When — O Heaven, 
How can I tell you ? cloud was on my eyes 
And thunder in my ears at that first word 
Which told 'twas love of me, of me, did all — 
He loved me — from the first step to the last, 
Loved me ! 

CONSTANCE. 

You did not hear . . . you thought he spoke 
Of love ? what if you should mistake ? 

QUEEN. 

No, no — 

No mistake ! Ha, there shall be no mistake ! 
He had not dared to hint the love he felt — 
You were my reflex — how I understood ! 
He said you were the ribbon I had worn, 
He kissed my hand, he looked into my eyes, 
And love, love was the end of every phrase. 
Love is begun — this much is come to pass, 
The rest is easy. Constance, I am yours — 
I will learn, I will place my life on you, 
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QUEEN. 

Hear her ! there, there now — could she love like me ? 

What did I say of smooth-cheeked youth and grace ? 

See all it does or could do ! so, youth loves ! 

Oh, tell him, Constance, you could never do 

What I will — you, it was not born in ! I 

Will drive these difficulties far and fast 

As yonder mists curdling before the moon. 

I'll use my light too, gloriously retrieve 

My youth from its enforced calamity, 

Dissolve that hateful marriage, and be his, 

His own in the eyes alike of God and man. 

CONSTANCE. 

You will do — dare do . . . pause on what you say ! 

QUEEN. 

Hear her ! I thank you, Sweet, for that surprise. 
You have the fair face : for the soul, see mine ! 
I have the strong soul : let me teach you, here. 
I think I have borne enough and long enough, 
And patiently enough, the world remarks, 
To have my own way now, unblamed by alL 
It does so happen, I rejoice for it, 
This most unhoped-for issue cuts the knot. 
There's not a better way of settling claims 
Than this ; God sends the accident express ; 
And were it for my subjects' good, no more, 
'Twere best thus ordered. I am thankful now, 
Mute, passive, acquiescent. I receive, 
And bless God simply, or should almost fear 
To walk so smoothly to my ends at last 
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Why, how I baffle obstacles, spurn fate ! 

How strong I am I Could Norbert see me now I 

CONSTANCE. 

Let me consider. It is all too strange. 

QUEEN. 

You, Constance, learn of me ; do you, like me. 
You are young, beautiful : my own best girl, 
You will have many lovers, and love one — ' 
Light hair, not hair like Norbert' s, to suit yours, 
And taller than he is, for yourself are tall. 
Love him like me, give all away to him ! 
Think never of yourself; throw by your pride, 
Hope, fear, your own good as you saw it once, 
And love him simply for his very self. 
Remember, I (and what am I to you ?) 
Would give up all for love, leave throne, lose life, 
Do all but just unlove him ! He loves me. 

CONSTANCE. 

He shall. 

QUEEN. 

You, step inside my inmost heart ! 
Give me your own heart : let us have one heart 
I'll come to you for counsel ; — "This he says, 
This he does ; what should this amount to, pray ? 
Beseech you, change it into current coin. 
Is that worth kisses ? shall I please him there ? " 
And then we'll speak in turn of you — what else ? 
Your love (according to your beauty's worth) 
For you shall have some noble love, all gold — 
B B 
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Whom choose you ? we will get him at your choice. 
— Constance, I leave you. Just a minute since, 
I felt as I must die or be alone 
Breathing my soul into an ear like yours. 
Now, I would face the world with my new life, 
Wear my new crown. I'll walk around the rooms, 
And then come back and tell you how it feels. 
How soon a smile of God can change the world ! 
How we are made for happiness — how work 
Grows play, adversity a winning fight ! 
True, I have lost so many years. What then ? 
Many remain : God has been very good. 
You, stay here. 'Tis as different from dreams, 
From the mind's cold calm estimate of bliss, 
As these stone statues from live flesh and blood. 
The comfort thou hast caused mankind, God's moon ! 

[She goes out, leaving Constance. 
Dance-music from within. 



THIRD PART. 
Norbert enters. 

NORBERT. 

Well ! we have but one minute and one word. 

CONSTANCE. 

I am yours, Norbert ! 

NORBERT. 

Yes, mine. 
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CONSTANCE. 

Not till now ! 
You were mine. Now I give myself to you. 

NORBERT. 

Constance ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Your own ! I know the thriftier way 
Of giving— haply, 'tis the wiser way. 
Meaning to give a treasure, I might dole 
Coin after coin out (each, as that were all, 
With a new largess still at each despair) 
And force you keep in sight the deed, preserve 
Exhaustless till the end my part and yours, 
My giving and your taking, both our joys 
Dying together. Is it the wiser way ? 
I choose the simpler ; I give all at once. 
Know what you have to trust* to, trade upon ! 
Use it, abuse it, — anything but say 
Hereafter, " Had I known she loved me so, 
And what my means, I might have thriven with it." 
This is your means. I give you all myself. 

NORBERT. 

I take you and thank God. 

CONSTANCE. 

Look on through years ! 
We cannot kiss a second day like this, 
Else were this earth, no earth. 

NORBERT, 

With this day's heat 
We shall go on through years of cold. 

BBl 
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CONSTANCE. 

So best. 

I try to see those years — I think I see. 

You walk quick and new warmth comes ; you look back 

And lay all to the first glow — not sit down 

For ever brooding on a day like this 

While seeing the embers whiten and love die. 

Yes, love lives best in its effect ; and mine, 

Full in its own life, yearns to live in yours. 

NORBERT. 

Just so. I take and know you all at once. 

Your soul is disengaged so easily, 

Your face is there, I know you ; give me time, 

Let me be proud and think you shall know me. 

My soul is slower : in a life I roll 

The minute out whereto you condense yours — 

The whole slow circle round you I must move, 

To be just you. I look to a long life 

To decompose this minute, prove its worth. 

'Tis the sparks' long succession, one by one, 

Shall show you in the end what fire was crammed 

In that mere stone you struck ; how could you know, 

If it lay ever unproved in your sight, 

As now my heart lies ? your own warmth would hide 

Its coldness, were it cold. 

CONSTANCE. 

But how prove, how ? 

NORBERT. 

Prove in my life, you ask ? 
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CONSTANCE. 

Quick, Norbert — how ? 

NORBERT. 

That's easy told. I count life just a stuff 
To try the soul's strength on, educe the man. 
Who keeps one end in view makes all things serve. 
As with the body — he who hurls a lance 
Or heaps up stone on stone, shows strength alike, 
So will I seize and use all means to prove 
And show this soul of mine you crown as yours, 
And justify us both. 

CONSTANCE. 

• Could you write books, 
Paint pictures ! one sits down in poverty 
And writes or paints, with pity for the rich. 

NORBERT. 

And loves one's painting and one's writing, then, 

And not one's mistress ! All is best, believe, 

And we best as no other than we are. 

We live, and they experiment on life, 

Those poets, painters, all who stand aloof 

To overlook the farther. Let us be 

The thing they look at ! I might take your face 

And write of it and paint it — to what end ? 

For whom ? what pale dictatress in the air 

Feeds, smiling sadly, her fine ghost-like form 

With earth's real blood and breath, the beauteous life 

She makes despised for ever ? You are mine, • 

Made for me, not for others in the world, 

Nor yet for that which I should call my art, 
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That cold calm power to see how fair you look. 
I come to you — I leave you not, to write 
Or paint You are, I am. Let Rubens there 
Paint us. 

CONSTANCE. 
So best ! 

NORBERT. 

I understand your soul. 
You live and rightly sympathise with life, 
With action, power, success : this way is straight. 
And days were short beside, to let me change 
The craft my childhood leamt ; my craft shall serve. 
Men set me here to subjugate, inclose, 
Manure their barren lives and force the fruit 
First for themselves, and afterward for me 
In the due tithe ; the task of some one man, 
With ways of work appointed by themselves. 
I am not bid create, they see no star 
Transfiguring my brow to warrant that — 
But bind in one and carry out their wills. 
So I began : to-night sees how I end. 
What if it see, too, my first outbreak here 
Amid the warmth, surprise and sympathy, 
And instincts of the heart that teach the head ? 
What if the people have discerned at length 
The dawn of the next nature, the new man 
Whose will they venture in the place of theirs, 
And whom they trust shall find them out new ways 
To the new heights which yet he only sees ? 
I felt it when you kissed me. See this Queen, 
This people— in our phrase, this mass of men — 
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See how the mass lies passive to my hand 
And how my hand is plastic, and you by 
To make the muscles iron ! Oh, an end 
Shall crown this issue as this crowns the first ! 
My will be on this people ! then, the strain, 
The grappling of the potter with his clay, 
The long uncertain struggle, — the success 
And consummation of the spirit- work, 
Some vase shaped to the curl of the god's lip, 
While rounded fair for lower men to see 
The Graces in a dance all recognise 
With turbulent applause and laughs of heart i 
So triumph ever shall renew itself; 
Ever shall end in efforts higher yet, 
Ever begin ... 

CONSTANCE. 

I ever helping ? 

NORBERT. 

Thus ! 

[As he embraces her, the Queen enters, 

CONSTANCE. 

Hist, madam — so I have performed my part. 
You see your gratitude's true decency, 
Norbert ? a little slow in seeing it ! 
Begin, to end the sooner. What's a kiss ? 

NORBERT. 

Constance ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Why, must I teach it you again % 
You want a witness to your dulness, sir ? 
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What was I saying these ten minutes since t 
Then I repeat — when some young handsome man 
Like you has acted out a part like yours, 
Is pleased to fall in love with one beyond, 
So very far beyond him, as he says — 
So hopelessly in love, that but to speak 
Would prove him mad, — he thinks judiciously, 
And makes some insignificant good soul 
Like me, his friend, adviser, confidant 
And very stalking-horse to cover him 
In following after what he dares not face — 
When his end's gained — (sir, do you understand I) 
When she, he dares not face, has loved him first, 
— May I not say so, madam ? — tops his hope, 
And overpasses even his wildest dream, 
With glad consent of all, and most of her 
The confidant who brought the same about — 
Why, in the moment when such joy explodes, 
I do hold that the merest gentleman 
Will not start rudely from the stalking-horse, 
Dismiss it with a " There, enough of you ! — " 
Forget it, show his back unmannerly ; 
But like a liberal heart will rather turn 
And say, tf A tingling time of hope was ours 
Betwixt the fears and falterings — we two lived 
A chanceful time in waiting for the prize : 
The confidant, the Constance, served not ill ! 
And though I shall forget her in due time, 
Her use being answered now, as reason bids, 
Nay as herself bids from her heart of hearts, 
Still, she has rights, the first thanks go to her, 
The first good praise goes to the prosperous tool, 
And the first — which is the last — rewarding kiss. n 
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NORBERT. 

Constance ? it is a dream — ah see, you smile ! 

CONSTANCE. 

So, now, his part being properly performed, 

Madam, I turn to you and finish mine 

As duly ; I do justice in my turn. 

Yes, madam, he has loved you — long and well ; 

He could not hope to tell you so — 'twas I 

Who served to prove your soul accessible. 

I led his thoughts on, drew them to their place 

When else they had wandered out into despair, 

And kept love constant toward its natural aim. 

Enough, my part is played ; you stoop half way 

And meet us royally and spare our fears : 

'Tis like yourself. He thanks you, so do I. 

Take him — with my full heart ! my work is praised 

By what comes of it. Be you happy, both ! 

Yourself — the only one on earth who can — 

Do all for him, much more than a mere heart 

Which though warm is not useful in its warmth 

As the silk vesture of a queen ! fold that 

Around him gently, tenderly. For him — 

For him, — he knows his own part. 

NORBERT. 

Have you done ? 
I take the jest at last. Should I speak now ? 
Was yours the wager, Constance, foolish child, 
Or did you but accept it ? Well — at least 
You lose by it 

CONSTANCE. 

Nay, madam, 'tis your turn. 
Restrain him still from speech a little more 
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And make him happier and more confident ! 
Pity him, madam, he is timid yet. 
Mark, Norbert ! do not shrink now ! Here I yield 
My whole right in you to the Queen, observe ! 
With her go put in practice the great schemes 
You teem with, follow the career else closed — 
Be all you cannot be except by her ! 
Behold her. — Madam, say for pity's sake 
Anything — frankly say you love him. Else 
He'll not believe it : there's more earnest in 
His fear than you .conceive : I know the man. 

NORBERT. 

I know the woman somewhat, and confess 
I thought she had jested better — she begins 
To overcharge her part I gravely wait 
Your pleasure, madam : where is my reward ? 

QUEEN. 

Norbert, this wild girl (whom I recognise 

Scarce more than you do, in her fancy-fit, 

Eccentric speech and variable mirth, 

Not very wise perhaps and somewhat bold, 

Yet suitable, the whole night's work being strange) 

— May still be right : I may do well to speak 

And make authentic what appears a dream 

To even myself. For, what she says, is true — 

Yes, Norbert — what you spoke but now of love, 

Devotion, stirred no novel sense in me, 

But justified a warmth felt long before. 

Yes, from the first — I loved you, I shall say, — 

Strange I but I do grow stronger, now 'tis said. 

Your courage helps mine: you did well to speak 
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To-night, the night that crowns your twelvemonths' 

toil- 
But still I had not waited to discern 
Your heart so long, believe me ! From the first 
The source of so much zeal was almost plain, 
In absence even of your own words just now 
Which opened out the truth. 'Tis very strange, 
But takes a happy ending — in your love 
Which mine meets : be it so : as you choose me, 
So I choose you. 

NORBERT. 

And worthily you choose ! 
I will not be unworthy your esteem, 
No, madam. I do love you ; I will meet 
Your nature, now I know it ; this was welL 
I see, — you dare and you are justified : 
But none had ventured such experiment, 
Less versed than you in nobleness of heart, 
Less confident of finding it in me. 
I joy that thus you test me ere you grant 
The dearest, richest, beauteousest and best 
Of women to my arms : 'tis like yourself. 
So — back again into my part's set words — 
Devotion to the uttermost is yours, 
But no, you cannot, madam, even you, 
Create in me the love our Constance does. 
Or — something truer to the tragic phrase — 
Not yon magnolia-bell superb with scent 
Invites a certain insect — that's myself — 
But the small eye-flower nearer to the ground. 
I take this lady. 
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CONSTANCE. 

Stay — not hers, the trap — 
Stay, Norbert — that mistake were worst of all. 
(He is too cunning, madam !) It was I, 
I, Norbert, who . . . 

NORBERT. 

You, was it, Constance ? Then, 
But for the grace of this divinest hour 
Which gives me you, I should not pardon here. 
I am the Queen's : she only knows my brain — 
She may experiment therefore on my heart 
And I instruct her too by the result ; 
But you, Sweet, you who know me, who so long 
Have told my heart-beats over, held my life 
In those white hands of yours, — it is not well ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Tush ! I have said it, did I not say it all ? 

The life, for her — the heart-beats, for her sake ! 

NORBERT. 

Enough ! my cheek grows red, I think. Your test ! 
There's not the meanest woman in the world, 
Not she I least could love in all the world, 
Whom, did she love me, did love prove itself, 
I dared insult as you insult me now. 
Constance, I could say, if it must be said, 
"Take back the soul you offer — I keep mine : " 
But — "Take the soul still quivering on your hand, 
The soul so offered, which I cannot use, 
And, please you, give it to some playful friend 
For — what's the trifle he requites me with ? " 
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I, tempt a woman, to amuse a man, 

That two may mock her heart if it succumb ? 

No ! fearing God and standing 'neath His heaven, 

I would not dare insult a woman so, 

Were she the meanest woman in the world, 

And he, I cared to please, ten emperors ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Norbert ! 

NORBERT. 

I love once as I live but once. 
What case is this to think or talk about ? 
I love you. Would it mend the case at all 
Should such a step as this kill love in me ? 
Your part were done : account to God for it 
But mine — could murdered love get up again, 
And kneel to whom you pleased to designate 
And make you mirth ? It is too horrible. 
You did not know this, Constance ? now you know 
That body and soul have each one life, but one : 
And here's my love, here, living, at your feet' 

CONSTANCE. 

See the Queen ! Norbert — this one more last word — 
If thus you have taken jest for earnest — thus 
Loved me in earnest . . . 

NORBERT. 

Ah, no jest holds here ! 
Where is the laughter in which jests break up, 
And what this horror that grows palpable ? 
Madam — why grasp you thus the balcony ? 
Have I done ill ? Have I not spoken the truth ? 
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How could I other ? Was it not your test, 

To try me, and what my love for Constance meant ? 

Madam, your royal soul itself approves, 

The first, that I should choose thus ! so one takes 

A beggar — asks him what would buy his child, 

And then approves the expected laugh of scorn. 

Returned as something noble from the rags. 

Speak, Constance, I'm the beggar ! Ha, what's this ? 

You two glare each at each like panthers now. 

Constance — the world fades ; only you stand there ! 

You did not in to-night's wild whirl of things 

Sell me — your soul of souls, for any price ? 

No — no — 'tis easy to believe in you. 

Was it your love's mad trial to o'ertop 

Mine by this vain self-sacrifice ? well, still — 

Though I should curse, I love you. I am love 

And cannot change ! love's self is at your feet 

[The Queen goes out. 

CONSTANCE. 

Feel my heart ; let it die against your own I 

NORBERT. 

Against my own ! explain not ; let this be. 
This is life's height. 

CONSTANCE. 

Yours I Yours ! Yours ! 

NORBERT. 

You and I — 

Why care by what meanders we are here 

In the centre of the labyrinth ? men have died 

Trying to find thi* place out, which we have found. 
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Found, found ! 



NORBERT. 

Sweet, never fear what she can do — 
We are past harm now. 

CONSTANCE. 

On the breast of God. 
I thought of men — as if you were a man. 
Tempting him with a crown ! 

NORBERT. 

This must end here — 

It is too perfect ! 

CONSTANCE. 

There's the music stopped. 
What measured heavy tread ? It is one blaze 
About me and within me. 

NORBERT. 

Oh, some death 
Will run its sudden finger round this spark, 
And sever us from the rest — 

CONSTANCE. 

And so do welL 

Now the doors open — 

NORBERT. 

'Tis the guard comes. 

CONSTANCE. 

Kiss! 
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"DE G US TIB US—' 1 
I. 

Your ghost will walk, you lover of trees, 

(If loves remain) 

In an English lane, 
By a cornfield-side a-flutter with poppies. 
Hark, those two in the hazel coppice — 
A boy and a girl, if the good fates please, 

Making love, say, — 

The happier they ! 
Draw yourself up from the light of the moon, 
And let them pass, as they will too soon, 

With the beanflowers* boon, 

And the blackbird's tune, 

And May, and June ! 

II. 

What I love best in all the world, 
Is, a castle, precipice-encurled, 
In a gash of the wind-grieved Apennine. 
Or look for me, old fellow of mine, 
(If I get my head from out the mouth 
O' the grave, and loose my spirit's bands, 
And come again to the land of lands) — 
In a sea-side house to the farther south, 
Where the baked cicalas die of drouth, 
And one sharp tree ('tis a cypress) stands, 



"De Gustibu*—" 

By the many hundred years red-rusted, 
Rough iron-spiked, ripe fruit-o'ercrusted, 
My sentinel to guard the sands 
To the water's edge. For, what expands 
Before the house, but the great opaque 
Blue breadth of sea without a break ? 
While, in the house, for ever crumbles 
Some fragment of the frescoed walls, 
From blisters where a scorpion sprawls. 
A girl bare-footed brings and tumbles 
Down on the pavement, green-flesh melons, 
And says there's news to-day — the king 
Was shot at, touched in the liver-wing, 
Goes with his Bourbon arm in a sling : 
— She hopes they have not caught the felons. 

Italy, my Italy ! 
Queen Mary's saying serves for me — 

(When fortune's malice 

Lost her, Calais.) 
Open my heart and you will see 
Graved inside of it, "Italy.'' 
Such lovers old are I and she ; 
So it always was, so shall ever be. 
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PROTUS. 

Among these latter busts we count by scores, 

Half-emperors and quarter-emperors, 

Each with his bay-leaf fillet, loose-thonged vest, 

Loric and low-browed Gorgon on the breast, — 

One loves a baby face, with violets there, 

Violets instead of laurel in the hair, 

As those were all the little locks could bear. 

Now read here. " Protus ends a period 

Of empery beginning with a god, 

Born in the porphyry chamber at Byzant ; k 

Queens by his cradle, proud and ministrant : 

And if he quickened breath there, 'twould like fire 

Pantingly through the dim vast realm transpire. 

A fame that he was missing, spread afar — 

The world, from its four corners, rose in war, 

Till he was borne out on a balcony 

To pacify the world when it should see. 

The captains ranged before him, one, his hand 

Made baby points at, gained the chief command. 

And day by day more beautiful he grew 

In shape, all said, in feature and in hue, 

While young Greek sculptors gazing on the child 

Were, so, with old Greek sculpture, reconciled. 

Already sages laboured to condense 

In easy tomes a life's experience : 

And artists took grave counsel to impart 

In one breath and one hand -sweep, all their art — 

To make his graces prompt as blossoming 
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Of plentifully-watered palms in spring : 
Since well beseems it, whoso mounts the throne, 
For beauty, knowledge, strength, should stand alone, 
And mortals love the letters of his name." 

— Stop ! Have you turned two pages ? Still the same. 

New reign, same date. The scribe goes on to say 

How that same year, on such a month and day, 

"John the Pannonian, groundedly believed 

A blacksmith's bastard, whose hard hand reprieved 

The Empire from its fate the year before — 

Came, had a mind to take the crown, and wore 

The same for six years, (during which the Huns 

Kept off their fingers from us) till his sons 

Put something in his liquor" — and so forth. 

Then a new reign. Stay — "Take at its just worth " 

(Subjoins an annotator) "what I give 

As hearsay. Some think, John let Protus live 

And slip away. 'Tis said, he reached man's age 

At some blind northern court ; made, first a page, 

Then, tutor to the children ; last, of use 

About the hunting-stables. I deduce 

He wrote the little tract * On worming dogs/ 

Whereof the name in sundry catalogues 

Is extant yet. A Protus of the race 

Is rumoured to have died a monk in Thrace, — 

And if the same, he reached senility." 

Here's John the Smith's rough-hammered head. Great 
eye, 

Gross jaw and griped lips do what granite can 
To give you the crown -grasper. What a man ! 
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TWO IN THE CAMPAGNA. 



I wonder do you feel to-day 

As I have felt, since, hand in hand, 
We sat down on the grass, to stray 

In spirit better through the land, 
This morn of Rome and May ? 



For me, I touched a thought, I know, 
Has tantalised me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 

To catch at and let go. 



Help me to hold it ! first it left 
The yellowing fennel, run to seed 

There, branching from the brickwork's cleft, 
Some old tomb's ruin : yonder weed 

Took up the floating weft, 



Where one small orange cup amassed 

Five beetles, — blind and green they grope 

Among the honey-meal, — and last 
Everywhere on the grassy slope 

I traced it Hold it fast ! 
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II. 



III. 



IV. 
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v. 

The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere ! 

Silence and passion, joy and peace, 
An everlasting wash of air — 

Rome's ghost since her decease. 

VI. 

Such life there, through such length of hours, 
Such miracles performed in play, 

Such primal naked forms of flowers, 
Such letting Nature have her way 

While Heaven looks from its towers I 

VII. 

How say you ? Let us, O my dove, 

Let us be unashamed of soul, 
As earth lies bare to heaven above ! 

How is it under our control 
To love or not to love ? 

VIII. 

I would that you were all to me, 
You that are just so much, no more. 

Nor yours, nor mine, — nor slave nor free ! 
Where does the fault lie ? what the core 

Of the wound, since wound must be ? 

IX. 

I would I could adopt your will, 
See with your eyes and set my heart 

Beating by yours, and drink my fill 

At your soul's springs— your part, my part 

In life, for good and ill 
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X. 

No. I yearn upward — touch you close, 
Then stand away. I kiss your cheek, 

Catch your soul's warmth — I pluck the rose 
And love it more than tongue can speak — 

Then the good minute goes. 

XI. 

Already how am I so far 

Out of that minute ? Must I go 

Still like the thistle-ball, no bar, 
Onward, wherever light winds blow, 

Fixed by no friendly star ? 

XII. 

Just when I seemed about to learn ! 

Where is the thread now ? Off again ! 
The old trick ! Only I discern — 

Infinite passion, and the pain 
Of finite hearts that yearn. 



HOLY-CROSS DAY. 



ON WHICH THE JEWS WERE FORCED TO ATTEND AN 
ANNUAL CHRISTIAN SERMON IN ROME. 

[" Now was come about Holy-Cross Day, and now must my 
lord preach his first sermon to the Jews : as it was of old cared 
for by the merciful bowels of the Church, that, so to speak, a 
crumb at least from her conspicuous table here in Rome, should 
be, though but once yearly, cast to the famishing dogs, under- 
trampled and bespitten-upon beneath the feet of the guests. 
And a moving sight in truth, this, of so many of the besotted, 
blind, restive and ready-to-perish Hebrews I now maternally 
brought — nay (for He saith, ' Compel them to come in'), haled, 
as it were, by the head and hair, and against their obstinate 
hearts, to partake of the heavenly grace. What awakening, 
what striving with tears, what working of a yeasty conscience ! 
Nor was my lord wanting to himself on so apt an occasion ; 
witness the abundance of conversions which did incontinently 
reward him ; though not to my lord be altogether the glory." — 
Diary by the Bishop's Secretary <, 1600.] 

Though what the Jews really said, on thus being driven to 
church, was rather to this effect : 

I. 

Fee, faw, fum ! bubble and squeak ! 
Blessedest Thursday's the fat of the week. 
Rumble and tumble, sleek and rough, 
Stinking and savoury, smug and gruff, 
Take the church-road, for the bell's due chime 
Gives us the summons — 'tis sermon-time. 
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II. 

Boh, here's Barnabas ! Job, that's you ? 

Up stumps Solomon — bustling too ? 

Shame, man ! greedy beyond your years 

To handsel the bishop's shaving-shears ? 

Fair play's a jewel ! leave friends in the lurch ? 

Stand on a line ere you start for the church. 

in. 

Higgledy piggledy, packed we lie, 
Rats in a hamper, swine in a stye, 
Wasps in a bottle, frogs in a sieve, 
Worms in a carcase, fleas in a sleeve. 
Hist ! square shoulders, settle your thumbs 
And buzz for the bishop — here he comes. 

IV. 

Bow, wow, wow — a bone for the dog ! 

I liken his Grace to an acorned hog. 

What, a boy at his side, with the bloom of a lass, 

To help and handle my lord's hour-glass ! 

Didst ever behold so lithe a chine ? 

His cheek hath laps like a fresh-singed swine. 

v. 

Aaron's asleep — shove hip to haunch, 

Or somebody deal him a dig in the paunch ! 

Look at the purse with the tassel and knob, 

And the gown with the angel and thingumbob. 

What's he at, quotha ? reading his text ! 

Now you've his curtsey — and what comes next ? 
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VI. 

See to our converts — you doomed black dozen — 

No stealing away — nor cog nor cozen ! 

You five that were thieves, deserve it fairly ; 

You seven that were beggars, will live less sparely ; 

You took your turn and dipped in the hat, 

Got fortune — and fortune gets you ; mind that ! 

VIL 

Give your first groan—compunction's at work ; 
And soft ! from a Jew you mount to a Turk. 
Lo, Micah — the selfsame beard on chin 
He was four times already converted in ! 
Here's a knife, clip quick — it's a sign of grace — 
Or he ruins us all with his hanging-face. 

vm. 

Whom now is the bishop a-leering at ? 
I know a point where his text falls pat. 
I'll tell him to-morrow, a word just now 
Went to my heart and made me vow 
I meddle no more with the worst of trades — 
Let somebody else pay his serenades. 

IX. 

Groan all together now, whee — hee — hee ! 

It's a-work, it's a-work, ah, woe is me ! 

It began when a herd of us, picked and placed, 

Were spurred through the Corso, stripped to the waist ; 

Jew-brutes, with sweat and blood well spent 

To usher in worthily Christian Lent. 
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x. 

It grew, when the hangman entered our bounds, 

Yelled, pricked us out to his church like hounds. 

It got to a pitch, when the hand indeed 

Which gutted my purse, would throttle my creed. 

And it overflows, when, to even the odd, 

Men I helped to their sins, help me to their God. 

XL 

But now, while the scapegoats leave our flock, 
And the rest sit silent and count the clock, 
Since forced to muse the appointed time 
On these precious facts and truths sublime, 
Let us fitly employ it, under our breath, 
In saying Ben Ezra's Song of Death. 

XII. 

For Rabbi Ben Ezra, the night he died, 

Called sons and sons' sons to his side, 

And spoke, "This world has been harsh and strange, 

Something is wrong, there needeth a change. 

But what, or where ? at the last, or first ? 

In one point only we sinned, at worst. 

XIII. 

" The Lord will have mercy on Jacob yet, 
And again in his border see Israel set. 
When Judah beholds Jerusalem, 
The stranger-seed shall be joined to them : 
To Jacob's House shall the Gentiles cleave. 
So the Prophet saith and his sons believe. 
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XIV. 

"Ay, the children of the chosen race 
Shall carry and bring them to their place : 
In the land of the Lord shall lead the same, 
Bondsmen and handmaids. Who shall blame, 
When the slaves enslave, the oppressed ones o'er 
The oppressor triumph for evermore ? 

xv. 

"God spoke, and gave us the word to keep : 
Bade never fold the hands nor sleep 
'Mid a faithless world — at watch and ward, 
Till the Christ at the end relieve our guard. 
By his servant Moses the watch was set ; 
Though near upon cock-crow, we keep it yet. 

xvi. 

" Thou ! if Thou wast He, who at mid- watch came, 

By the starlight naming a dubious Name ! 

And if we were too heavy with sleep, too rash 

With fear — O Thou, if that martyr-gash 

Fell on thee coming to take Thine own, 

And we gave the Cross, when we owed the Throne — 

XVII. 

"Thou art the Judge. We are bruised thus. 
But, the judgment over, join sides with us ! 
Thine too is the cause ! and not more Thine 
Than ours, is the work of these dogs and swine, 
Whose life laughs through and spits at their creed, 
Who maintain Thee in word, and defy Thee in deed ! 
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XVIIL 

" We withstood Christ then ? be mindful how 
At least we withstand Barabbas now J 
Was our outrage sore ? but the worst we spared, 
To have called these — Christians, had we dared ! 
Let defiance of them pay mistrust of Thee, 
And Rome make amends for Calvary! 

XIX. 

"By the torture, prolonged from age to age, 
By the infamy, Israel's heritage, 
By the Ghetto's plague, by the garb's disgrace, 
By the badge of shame, by the felon's place, 
By the branding-tool, the bloody whip, 
And the summons to Christian fellowship, — 

XX. 

" We boast our proofs, that at least the Jew 
Could wrest Christ's name from the Devil's crew. 
Thy face took never so deep a shade 
But we fought them in it, God our aid ! 
A trophy to bear, as we march, Thy band, 
South, east, and on to the Pleasant Land ! " 

[ The present Pope abolished this bad business of the 
sermon, — R. B.] 



THE GUARDIAN-ANGEL: 



A PICTURE AT FANO. 
I. 

Dear and great Angel, wouldst thou only leave 
That child, when thou hast done with him, for me ! 

Let me sit all the day here, that when eve 
Shall find performed thy special ministry 

And time come for departure, thou, suspending 

Thy flight, mayst see another child for tending, 
Another still, to quiet and retrieve. 

II. 

Then I shall feel thee step one step, no more, 
From where thou standest now, to where I gaze, 

And suddenly my head is covered o'er 

With those wings, white above the child who prays 

Now on that tomb — and I shall feel thee guarding 

Me, out of all the world ; for me, discarding 

Yon heaven thy home, that waits and opes its door! 

in. 

I would not look up thither past thy head 

Because the door opes, like that child, I know, 

For I should have thy gracious face instead, 
Thou bird of God ! And wilt thou bend me low 
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Like him, and lay, like his, my hands together, 
And lift them up to pray, and gently tether 
Me, as thy lamb there, with thy garment's spread ? 

IV. 

If this was ever granted, I would rest 

My head beneath thine, while thy healing hands 
Close-covered both my eyes beside thy breast, 

Pressing the brain, which too much thought expands, 
Back to its proper size again, and smoothing 
Distortion down till every nerve had soothing, 

And all lay quiet, happy and supprest. 

V. 

How soon all worldly wrong would be repaired ! 

I think how I should view the earth and skies 
And sea, when once again my brow was bared 

After thy healing, with such different eyes. 
O world, as God has made it ! all is beauty : 
And knowing this, is love, and love is duty. 

What further may be sought for or declared ? 

VI. 

Guercino drew this angel I saw teach — 

(Alfred, dear friend) — that little child to pray, 

Holding the little hands up, each to each 
Pressed gently, with his own head turned away 

Over the earth where so much lay before him 

Of work to do, though heaven was opening o'er him, 
And he was left at Fano by the beach. 
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VII. 

We were at Fano, and three times we went 
To sit and see him in his chapel there, 

And drink his beauty to our soul's content 
— My angel with me too : and since I care 

For dear Guercino's fame (to which in power 
. And glory comes this picture for a dower, 
Fraught with a pathos so magnificent), 

VIII. 

And since he did not work so earnestly 

At all times, and has else endured some wrong, 

I took one thought his picture struck from me, 
And spread it out, translating it to song. 

My Love is here. Where are you, dear old friend ? 

How rolls the Wairoa at your world's far end ? 
This is Ancona, yonder is the sea. 
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CLEON. 

"As certain also of your own poets have said"— 

Cleon the poet (from the sprinkled isles, 

Lily on lily, that o'erlace the sea, 

And laugh their pride when the light wave lisps 

"Greece")— 
To Protos in his Tyranny : much health ! 

They give thy letter to me, even now : 
I read and seem as if I heard thee speak. 
The master of thy galley still unlades 
Gift after gift ; they block my court at last, 
And pile themselves along its portico 
Royal with sunset, like a thought of thee : 
And one white she-slave from the group dispersed 
Of black and white slaves (like the chequer-work 
Pavement, at once my nation's work and gift, 
Now covered with this settle-down of doves), 
One lyric woman, in her crocus vest 
Woven of sea-wools, with her two white hands 
Commends to me the strainer and the cup 
Thy lip hath bettered ere it blesses mine. 

Well-counselled, king, in thy munificence ! 
For so shall men remark, in such an act 
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Of love for him whose song gives life its joy, 
Thy recognition of the use of life ; 
Nor call thy spirit barely adequate 
To help on life in straight ways, broad enough 
For vulgar souls, by ruling and the rest. 
Thou, in the daily building of thy tower, 
Whether in fierce and sudden spasms of toil, 
Or through dim lulls of unapparent growth, 
Or when the general work 'mid good acclaim 
Climbed with the eye to cheer the architect, 
Didst ne'er engage in work for mere work's sake — 
Hadst ever in thy heart the luring hope 
Of some eventual rest a-top of it, 
Whence, all the tumult of the building hushed, 
Thou first of men mightst look out to the east 
The vulgar saw thy tower ; thou sawest the sun. 
For this, I promise on thy festival 
To pour libation, looking o'er the sea, 
Making this slave narrate thy fortunes, speak 
Thy great words, and describe thy royal face — 
Wishing thee wholly where Zeus lives the most, 
Within the eventual element of calm. 

Thy letter's first requirement meets me here. 
It is as thou hast heard : in one short life 
I, Cleon, have effected all those things 
Thou wonderingly dost enumerate. 
That epos on thy hundred plates of gold 
Is mine, — and also mine the little chaunt 
So sure to rise from every fishing-bark 
When, lights at prow, the seamen haul their nets. 
The image of the sun-god on the phare, 
Men turn from the sun's self to see, is mine ; 
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The Poecile, o'er-storied its whole length, 

As thou didst hear, with painting, is mine too. 

I know the true proportions of a man 

And woman also, not observed before ; 

And I have written three books on the soul, 

Proving absurd all written hitherto, 

And putting us to ignorance again. 

For music,— why, I have combined the moods, 

Inventing one. In brief, all arts are mine ; 

Thus much the people know and recognise, 

Throughout our seventeen islands. Marvel not 

We of these latter days, with greater mind 

Than our forerunners, since more composite, 

Look not so great, beside their simple way, 

To a judge who only sees one way at once, 

One mind-point, and no other at a time — 

Compares the small part of a man of us 

With some whole man of the heroic age, 

Great in his way — not ours, nor meant for ours, 

And ours is greater, had we skill to know. 

For, what we call this life of men on earth, 

This sequence of the soul's achievements here, 

Being, as I find much reason to conceive, 

Intended to be viewed eventually 

As a great whole, not analysed to parts, 

But each part having reference to all, 

How shall a certain part, pronounced complete, 

Endure effacement by another part ? 

Was the thing done ? — Then what's to do again ? 

See, in the chequered pavement opposite, 

Suppose the artist made a perfect rhomb, 

And next a lozenge, then a trapezoid — 

He did not overlay them, superimpose 
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The new upon the old and blot it out, 
But laid them on a level in his work, 
Making at last a picture ; there it lies. 
So, first the perfect separate forms were made, 
The portions of mankind — and after, so, 
Occurred the combination of the same. 
Or where had been a progress, otherwise ? 
Mankind, made up of all the single men — 
In such a synthesis the labour ends. 
Now, mark me — those divine men of old time 
Have reached, thou sayest well, each at one point 
The outside verge that rounds our faculty ; 
And where they reached, who can do more than reach ? 
It takes but little water just to touch 
At some one point the inside of a sphere, 
And, as we turn the sphere, touch all the rest 
In due succession : but the finer air, 
Which not so palpably nor obviously, 
Though no less universally, can touch 
The whole circumference of that emptied sphere, 
Fills it more fully than the water did ; 
Holds thrice the weight of water in itself 
Resolved into a subtler element. 
And yet the vulgar call the sphere first full 
Up to the visible height — and after, void ; 
Not knowing air's more hidden properties. 
And thus our soul, misknown, cries out to Zeus 
To vindicate his purpose in our life — 
Why stay we on the earth unless to grow ? 
Long since, I imaged, wrote the fiction out, 
That he or other God, descended here 
And, once for all, showed simultaneously 
What, in its nature, never can be shown 
D D 2 
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Piecemeal or in succession ; — showed, I say, 

The worth both absolute and relative 

Of all his children from the birth of time, 

His instruments for all appointed work. 

I now go on to image — might we hear 

The judgment which should give the due to each, 

Show where the labour lay and where the ease, 

And prove Zeus' self, the latent, everywhere ! 

This is a dream. But no dream, let us hope, 

That years and days, the summers and the springs, 

Follow each other with unwaning powers — 

The grapes which dye thy wine are nobler far, 

Through culture, than the wild wealth of the rock ; 

The suave plum than the savage-tasted drupe ; 

The pastured honey-bee drops choicer sweet ; 

The flowers turn double, and the leaves turn flowers ; 

That young and tender crescent-moon, thy slave, 

Sleeping upon her robe as if on clouds, 

Refines upon the women of my youth. 

What, and the soul alone deteriorates ? 

I have not chanted verse like Homer, no — 

Nor swept string like Terpander, no — nor carved 

And painted men like Phidias and his friend : 

I am not great as they are, point by point : 

But I have entered into sympathy 

With these four, running these into one soul, 

Who, separate, ignored each others' arts. 

Say, is it nothing that I know them all ? 

The wild flower was the larger — I have dashed 

Rose-blood upon its petals, pricked its cup's 

Honey with wine, and driven its seed to fruit, 

And show a better flower if not so large. 

I stand, myself. Refer this to the gods 



Clean, 



405 



Whose gift alone it is ! which, shall I dare — 

(All pride apart) upon the absurd pretext 

That such a gift by chance lay in my hand, 

Discourse of lightly or depreciate ? 

It might have fallen to another's hand : what then f 

I pass too surely : let at least truth stay ! 

And next, of what thou followest on to ask. 
This being with me as I declare, O king, 
My works, in all these varicoloured kinds, 
So done by me, accepted so by men — 
Thou askest if (my soul thus in men's hearts) 
I must not be accounted to attain 
The very crown and proper end of life. 
Inquiring thence how, now life closeth up, 
I face death with success in my right hand : 
Whether I fear death less than dost thyself 
The fortunate of men. " For " (writest thou) 
"Thou leavest much behind, while I leave nought : 
Thy life stays in the poems men shall sing, 
The pictures men shall study ; while my life, 
Complete and whole now in its power and joy, 
Dies altogether with my brain and arm, 
Is lost indeed ; since, what survives myself? 
The brazen statue that o'erlooks my grave, 
Set on the promontory which I named. 
And that — some supple courtier of my heir 
Shall use its robed and sceptred arm, perhaps, 
To fix the rope to, which best drags it down. 
I go, then : triumph thou, who dost not go ! " 

Nay, thou art worthy of hearing my whole mind. 
Is this apparent, when thou turn'st to muse 
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Upon the scheme of earth and man in chief, 

That admiration grows as knowledge grows ? 

That imperfection means perfection hid, 

Reserved in part, to grace the after-time ? 

If, in the morning of philosophy, 

Ere aught had been recorded, aught perceived, 

Thou, with the light now in thee, couldst have looked 

On all earth's tenantry, from worm to bird, 

Ere man had yet appeared upon the stage — 

Thou wouldst have seen them perfect, and deduced 

The perfectness of others yet unseen. 

Conceding which — had Zeus then questioned thee, 

" Shall I go on a step, improve on this, 

Do more for visible creatures than is done ?" 

Thou wouldst have answered, " Ay, by making each 

Grow conscious in himself — by that alone. 

All's perfect else : the shell sucks fast the rock, 

The fish strikes through the sea, the snake both swims 

And slides, the birds take flight, forth range the beasts, 

Till life's mechanics can no further go — 

And all this joy in natural life is put 

Like fire from off thy finger into each, 

So exquisitely perfect is the same. 

But 'tis pure fire, and they mere matter are ; 

It has them, not they it : and so I choose, 

For man, thy last premeditated work 

(If I might add a glory to this scheme) 

That a third thing should stand apart from both, 

A quality arise within the soul, 

Which, intro-active, made to supervise 

And feel the force it has, may view itself, 

And so be happy." Man might live at first 

The animal life : but is there nothing more ? 
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In due time, let him critically learn 

How he lives ; and, the more he gets to know 

Of his own life's adaptabilities, 

The more joy-giving will his life become. 

The man who hath this quality is best 

But thou, king, hadst more reasonably said : 
" Let progress end at once — man make no step 
Beyond the natural man, the better beast, 
Using his senses, not the sense of sense." 
In man there's failure, only since he left 
The lower and unconscious forms of life. 
We called it an advance, the rendering plain 
A spirit might grow conscious of that life, 
And, by new lore so added to the old, 
Take each step higher over the brute's head. 
This grew the only life, the pleasure-house, 
Watch-tower and treasure-fortress of the soul, 
Which whole surrounding flats of natural life 
Seemed only fit to yield subsistence to ; 
A tower that crowns a country. But alas ! 
The soul now climbs it just to perish there, 
For thence we have discovered ('tis no dream — 
We know this, which we had not else perceived) 
That there's a world of capability 
For joy, spread round about us, meant for us, 
Inviting us ; and still the soul craves all, 
And still the flesh replies, "Take no jot more 
Than ere thou climbedst the tower to look abroad ! 
Nay, so much less, as that fatigue has brought 
Deduction to it" We struggle — fain to enlarge 
Our bounded physical recipiency, 
Increase our power, supply fresh oil to life, 
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Repair the waste of age and sickness. No, 
It skills not : life's inadequate to joy, 
As the soul sees joy, tempting life to take. 
They praise a fountain in my garden here . 
Wherein a Naiad sends the water-bow 
Thin from her tube ; she smiles to see it rise. 
What if I told her, it is just a thread 
From that great river which the hills shut up. 
And mock her with my leave to take the same ? 
The artificer has given her one small tube 
Past power to widen or exchange — what boots 
To know she might spout oceans if she could ? 
She cannot lift beyond her first thin thread. 
And so a man can use but a man's joy 
While he sees God's. Is it for Zeus to boast 
" See, man, how happy I live, and despair — 
That I may be still happier — for thy use ! " 
If this were so, we could not thank our Lord 
As hearts beat on to doing : 'tis not so — 
Malice it is not. Is it carelessness ? 
Still, no. If care — where is the sign, I ask — 
And get no answer : and agree in sum, 
O king, with thy profound discouragement, 
Who seest the wider but to sigh the more. 
Most progress is most failure ! thou sayest well. 

The last point now : — thou dost except a case — 
Holding joy not impossible to one 
With artist-gifts, to such a man as I — 
Who leave behind me living works indeed ; 
For, such a poem, such a painting lives. 
What ? dost thou verily trip upon a word, 
Confound the accurate view of what joy is, 
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(Caught somewhat dearer by my eyes than thine) 

With feeling joy ? confound the knowing how 

And showing how to live (my faculty) 

With actually living ? — Otherwise 

Where is the artist's vantage o'er the king ? 

Because in my great epos I display 

How divers men, young, strong, fair, wise, can act — 

Is this as though I acted ? if I paint, 

Carve the young Phoebus, am I therefore young ? 

Methinks Tm older that I bowed myself 

The many years of pain that taught me art I 

Indeed, to know is something, and to prove 

How all this beauty might be enjoyed, is more ; 

But, knowing nought, to enjoy is something too. 

Yon rower with the moulded muscles there 

Lowering the sail, is nearer it than I. 

I can write love-odes — thy fair slave's an ode. 

I get to sing of love, when grown too grey 

For being beloved : she turns to that young man 

The muscles all a-ripple on his back. 

I know the joy of kingship : well — thou art king I 

" But," sayest thou — (and I marvel, I repeat, 
To find thee tripping on a mere word) — "what 
Thou writest, paintest, stays : that does not die : 
Sappho survives, because we sing her songs, 
And iEschylus, because we read his plays ! " 
Why, if they live still, let them come and take 
Thy slave in my despite, drink from thy cup, 
Speak in my place. Thou diest while I survive ? 
Say rather that my fate is deadlier still, 
In this, that every day my sense of joy 
Grows more acute, my soul (intensified 
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By power and insight) more enlarged, more keen ; 

While every day my hairs fall more and more, 

My hand shakes, and the heavy years increase — 

The horror quickening still from year to year, 

The consummation coming past escape, 

When I shall know most, and yet least enjoy — 

When all my works wherein I prove my worth, 

Being present still to mock me in men's mouths, 

Alive still in the phrase of such as thou, 

I, I, the feeling, thinking, acting man, 

The man who loved his life so over-much, 

Shall sleep in my urn. It is so horrible, 

I dare at times imagine to my need 

Some future state revealed to us by Zeus, 

Unlimited in capability 

For joy, as this is in desire for joy, 

To seek which, the joy-hunger forces us : 

That, stung by straitness of our life, made strait 

On purpose to make sweet the life at large — 

Freed by the throbbing impulse we call death, 

We burst there as the worm into the fly 

Who, while a worm still, wants his wings. But, no ! 

Zeus has not yet revealed it ; and, alas, 

He must have done so, were it possible ! 

Live long and happy, and in that thought die, 
Glad for what was. Farewell. And for the rest, 
I cannot tell thy messenger aright 
Where to deliver what he bears of thine 
To one called Paulus — we have heard his fame 
Indeed, if Christus be not one with him — 
I know not, nor am troubled much to know. 
Thou canst not think a mere barbarian Jew, 
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As Paulus proves to be, one circumcised, 
Hath access to a secret shut from us ? 
Thou wrongest our philosophy, O king, 
In stooping to inquire of such an one, 
As if his answer could impose at alL 
He writeth, doth he ? well, and he may write. 
Oh, the Jew findeth scholars ! certain slaves 
Who touched on this same isle preached him and 
Christ; 

And (as I gathered from a bystander) 

Their doctrines could be held by no sane man. 



THE END. 
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